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AUGUST
He that increases knowledge, increases sorrow. - Ecclesiastes 1: 18
ONE

FOURTEEN minutesinto the midnight show at Caesars Palace, the
sxth showgirl descending the left Side of the Staircase from Heaven

tripped.

Her name was Sue Ann Jefferson, from Amarillo, Texas, dthoughin
Vegas shewas known as Taffy. Her long legs had shaken throughout
the 9:00 P.M. show. Under the tight blue-sequined helmet with ice-blue
feathersrisng two feet into the air, her face wasthe color of the
waiter'slinen. Her huge brown eyes remained wide open and
unblinking during her fal, which tumbled her and her enormous blue
angel wingsforward into the showgirl on the step below.

That girl, the most spectacularly built of a spectacular group, wobbled.



To keep her own balance and restore Sue Ann/Taffy's, shethrust her
gorgeous body backward. Her smile stayed hard and fase asthe blue
diamondsin her shoulder-length earrings. Over her shoulder she hissed,
"Bitch! Stay off the junk when you working!" Eighteen steps below, the
famous snger in the white dinner jacket sang on, unaware.

Sue Ann lurched upright, took another hip-swaying step downward on
five-inch sequined hedls, and wobbled again. Thistime her knees gave
way. She sat down hard on her step, just as the showgirl above her,
amiling fixedly out at the audience, put out her foot to descend to that
same step. The foot encountered Sue Ann, not firm ground. The other
girl sumbled, gaveasmdl cry, and fdl on top of Sue Ann. Both girls
caromed into the spectacular body in front of them. Theleft Sdeon the
Staircase from Heaven crashed down the stepsin atangle of feathers,
legs, wings, tassdls, breasts, and earringslike flying chains.

The audience laughed and pointed. The famous singer half-turned his
head, glimpsed the writhing femae pile at the bottom of Heaven, and
kept on singing. His eyeswere volcanic rock.

Inthe line of showgirlson theright Sde of the Staircase, Jeanne
Cas-9dy watched, smiled, waved her arms like an angel, and took the
next step down. She knew that Sue Ann wasn't using. Sue Ann was
Jeanne's best friend. Sue Ann had been like this-shaky, glassy-eyed-for
twenty-four hours now. She hadn't dept. She wouldn't eat. She
wouldn't tel Jeanne what was wrong.

Thefallen angels picked themsalves up and backed up the | eft side of
the stairway, lining up with those on the right. Only Sue Ann stayed
where she was, gitting in aheap on the stage, saring a nothing. Theline
descended dowly, smiling, and walked around her. Dawn had lost one
earring. Tiffany's stocking had torn and her knee bled. Thejeersinthe
audience died dowly away asthe customers, in suits and cowboy
jackets and evening clothes and polo shirtswith shorts, grew uncertain.

The famous singer finished his song and started another. The girls



sashayed behind him, arms on each other's shoulders, aline of
half-naked pelvises and long legs that blocked Sue Ann from audience
view. Jeanne saw the stage manager rush out, grab the girl under the
armpits, and drag her off stage left. Kemper'sfat bulging face was

purple.

The song finished. The audience laughed and applauded. The famous
singer bowed extravagantly, his moussed hair bouncing. The curtain
swept closed.

Jeanne pushed her way through the chattering gleaming bodies. When
thewall of flesh proved too solid, she used her elbows. "Owww! Bitch

"Whereis she? Fred, where did she go?"

"Outtaherel"” Kemper ydled. "A million dollars dtting in the audience
and you bitches think you can go on using-"

"Taffy doesn't use," Jeanne said coldly. "Where is she?'

"In the can. Y ou get her outta here, Amber, I'm telling you, outta here
before Bobby gets back here, helll have her titsin ajar-"

Bobby was the famous singer. Jeanne pushed her way to the backstage
ladies room.

Sue Ann sat on atoilet, her body stocking in place, the stall door open.
Two girlsdressed like mostly hairlesstigers stood at the sinks. They
bustled out, striped tailstwitching, without glancing a the stdls.

Jeanne knelt in the narrow space. "Sue Ann? What isit? What
happened, honey?"

Thegirl didn't seem to hear. Her eyes, huge and fixed, Stared at
something straight ahead and invishble.

"Susie, it's Jeanne. I'm here. What isit? Isit Carlo? Did you have a



fight?'
"Carlo's dead."

Jeanne put out a hand, steadied herself on the side of the sall. Sue
Ann'stone scared her more than the words. "Dead? How do you
know, Sue Ann?'

"l know."
"Did you seeit? What happened?'

"What do you think happened? Y ou know what heis. Was." Thiswas
sadinthe samevoice: calm, empty, completely without inflection.
Jeanne's spine turned cold.

"ude-"
"And now I'm dead, too."

Theladies room door opened. Jeanne felt her heart skip. A sudden
vertigo took her, like the swoop of agreat dark bird, blinding. A
showgirl dashed into the stall next to theirs and muttered, "Damn!” Ina
moment urinetinkled into the bowl. Jeanne's vertigo passed and she
could see again: Sue Ann, motionless on thetoilet, white to thelips.

"Sue Ann, you've got to get out of here. Now. Kemper saysyou're
fired anyway."

Sue Ann appeared not to have heard her. "He loved me," she said
toneledy. "Carlo loved me."

"Now, Sue Ann."
"Hedid love me. He would haveleft hiswife, Soon."
"Right. Get up. Stand up now."

"I wasthe first woman heredly ever loved. | meanredly." Her eyes



stared expressionlesdy at the stal door.

Jeanne got to her feet. The weird toneless monologue made her
stomach lift and shiver. She heard the music start onstage for the next
number. She was supposed to bein it; so was Sue Ann. Without them
both the line would look skimpy. Carlo was dead. Panic turned her

angry.
"Get up, damn it! Get up off that toilet!"

Sue Ann didn't get up. But she turned her face to Jeanne's, dowly,
mechanicdly, like an automatic flower.

"Cadoc. Verico. Cadaverico."

"What?' Jeanne said. Her ssomach flopped again. Sue Ann had
snapped. Shewas standing in aLas Vegastoilet with acrazy girl
marked for death. Then she redized Sue Ann was speaking Italian.
Something Carlo had taught her, some lying dago sweet talk from a
two-timing son of abitch.

"Itsajoke" Sue Ann said in that sameflat voice. "A jokethat will
make me dead.”

Jeanne grabbed both Sue Ann's hands and yanked her off the toilet.
Shedragged her out of the ladies room and into the showgirls dressing
room. Kemper had gone. From the stage floated the music for
"Somehow I've Always Known."

"Put thison." She shoved jeans and ayellow cotton sweeter a Sue
Ann. When the girl didn't move, Jeanne grabbed Sue Ann's headpiece
and yanked. A handful of hair came off with the sequins and feathers.

Jeanne shoved the swesater over Sue Ann's head, right over the body
stocking and sequined pasties. The swesater stuck. Sue Ann gasped,
unable to breathe, and then pulled the sweater down over her head.
Without prompting, she kicked off her hedls and pulled the jeans over



her feasthered G-string. Her face was still expressionless.

Jeanne pulled on her own clothes and sneakers and grabbed her purse
and Sue Ann's. Both women still wore stage makeup. Their hair, Sue
Ann's dyed platinum and Jeanne's naturdl red, stuck out wildly. Jeanne
clutched Sue Ann's arm and steered her down the back stairway, past
the stage door to the basement, through subterranean corridors stifling
with boiler heat, and out adoor beside aloading dock far from the
casno's glittery entrance.

What if they were out there now, in the parking lot? Waiting?

Sheforced hersdlf to walk normdly. But nothing was normal, nothing
would ever be normd again. Nothing had been normal for four months,
not since sheld cometo Las Vegas to be Amber, not since sheld driven
her third-hand Ford Escort, a graduation present, out of her father's
East Lansing driveway because East Lansing, Michigan, wasn't good
enough for her, not her, not for Jeanne Cassidy who was made for fun
and bright lights and excitement. . . . Her somach flopped again and
she thought she was going to be sick. Sue Ann moaned softly, the
sound oddly indifferent. Jeanne had heard that sound once, from ajack
rabbit caught in a coyote trap, resigned to dying.

"Keep waking," Jeanne hissed, although Sue Ann hadn't stopped.

Onemile, two. . . the parking lot seemed endless. At thisend there
were no limos, no Caddys, no Porsches. Jeanne had left her Escort
bes de awooden fence, hoping for some afternoon shade. Now the
fence was a shadowed looming barricade. It could hide anything. . . .

She shoved Sue Ann into the car, locked her door, and scrambled into
the driver's sde. On the highway, Jeanne suddenly felt better and then,
afew minutes|ater, worse. Another wave of vertigo took her and the
car svung to theleft. She pulled it back into the lane.

"Cadoc," Sue Ann said tonelesdly. "Verico. Cadaverico.”



"Will you shut up with thet Suff?* A joke that will make me dead.
"Ligten, Susie, where are your family?'Y our parents?”

"No parents."

"Sigters, then. Or brothers. Anybody."

"Nobody."

"Damn it, you must have somebody! Everybody's got somebody!"
“| had Carlo."

Jeanne wanted to dap her. Instead she kept her eyes on the entrance to

McCarron Airport. A jet screamed overhead, landing. Her abdomen
began grinding again and something wet and sticky did between her
legs.

Her period. Now.
"Suse, where can you go? With who? Think, damn it!”

Sue Ann'svoice, for thefirg time, logt alittle of itstoneless despair.
"My cousin Jolene. In Audtin ..."

"Fine. Cousin Jolene, then. Fine." She would put theticket on Visa. If
there was still room, there had to still be room, but she'd bought those
snakeskin boots-

Jeanne parked in Short Term Parking and yanked open Sue Ann's
door. The movement made another gob of blood spurt between her
legs-she could fed it, oozing through her body stocking and around her
G-gtring. Her fucking period dways started at thewrong time, and it
was aways bad. Her somach ground and flopped. "Come on, Susie-"

They hurried, wild-haired, acrosstwo lanes of carsin the brightly lit
parking lot. Pain stabbed Jeanne's ssomach. She faltered. "Listen, Sue
Ann, | just remembered, | have Tampax in the car, andT need-"



"No! Don't leave me-"

Jeanne peeled Sue Ann off her. "Just for aminute, | promise, I'm
bleeding like apig, and the ladies room isawaysout in placeslikethis.
... won't put it in until you're on the plane, | promise, but | have to get
it fromthecar. ... Sue Ann, let me fucking go.™

Sue Ann started to cry. Jeanne pulled herself loose and sprinted
between two parked cars, toward her Escort. Sue Ann wrapped her
arms around hersdlf, shivering in the night desert air. It was 1:12 A.M.

The black car tore around the corner of the line of carsand barreled
toward Sue Ann. Jeanne, turning at the sound, her body whirling
dowly, dowly asif thiswere adream, saw Sue Ann lift her faceto the
oncoming car, the same way shed lifted it to Jeanne in the toilet sall.
Cadoc. Verico. Cadaverico. Yélow floodlight gleamed on Sue Ann's
white lips. Overhead ajet screamed its descent.

The car hit Sue Ann without dowing down. Her body bounced off the
grille onto the hood, then flew backward. She hit another car, agreen
Toyota spotted with rust, and did to the ground. The black car, a
Buick LeSabre with California plates, disappeared around the lane of
parked vehicles.

Jeanne stood without moving, still in that eerie dow-motion dream.
When her legs did move, they carried her in ahesitant sep, likea
wedding procession. Everything looked too bright, asif it had been
drawn by achild with new crayons. She saw, so sharp that it hurt her
eyes, the rust smeared from the Toyota on Sue Ann's yellow swester,
at aprecise point just above the left breast. Below therust, a
blue-sequined pasty showed lumpy through the thin cotton. Sue Ann
hadn't zipped her fly dl theway. Her eyeswere till open.

Jeanne knelt beside the body and groped for apulsein the wrist. She
didn't know how to find one anyway. She put her head on Sue Ann's
quiet chest, then yanked her head back asif it were burned. After that,
she couldn't think what else to do, so she did nothing.



From somewherefar, far away, someone shouted. Then there were
running footsteps, and the screech of Sirens, and someone saying
"Miss? Miss?' Later, there were bright lights and coffee she didn't drink
and blue uniformswith gun belts and questions. Many questions. But
that was much later in this queer dowed-down time, and by then
Jeanne had aready decided what she must not say, ever, to anybody,
anyplace, anytime. Not here, not at homein East Lansing, where she
was going as soon asthey let her leave Las Vegas, nowhere. Not to

anyone.

Not ever.
TWO

KOBERT Cavanaugh, FBI Crimind Investigative Division, Organized
Crime and Racketeering Section, looked at the girl seated in front of
him and fought off irritation. It wasn't her fault that he hated
interrogating adolescent girls. And that's what this one was, no matter
what her driver'slicense said. She was twenty-one like he was an Arab
terrorist. The casinosdidn't care. Not aslong asthey could proveit
wasthegirl lying about her age and not them knowingly hiring children
to pose haf-naked at 2:00 A.M. for vacationing out-of-towners who
thought they were living the glamorous high life.

"Let'sgo over it one moretime, Miss Cassidy."

"Ms," thefemde LVPD uniform murmured behind him. Cavanaugh
ignored her. Her presence was obligatory; her politica correctness was
not. And asfar as Cavanaugh was concerned, thiswitnesswas alittle

arl.

You're only twenty-nine yourself, he heard Marcy, his
soon-to-be-ex-wife, say insde his head. Cavanaugh ignored Marcy,
who was thirty-five. Shewas good at logic, even better at external
images, but bad at tuition. She was agreat success in corporate
marketing.



"| told you everything | can," Jeanne Cassidy said.
"l know. But | want to be sure | haveit dl."

"I'm so tired," the girl said, which Cavanaugh believed. Shelooked
tired, under the garish showgirl makeup, or what was left of it after her
crying. She looked tired and stunned and miserable, al of which was
expected after seeing her best girlfriend killed by whet the LVPD had
logged as a hit-and-run. Jeanne Cassdy's weary stunned misery didn't
interest Cavanaugh. But she aso looked scared. That did interest him.

"Y ou and Miss Jefferson do the midnight show. Miss Jefferson
collapses hadfway down the onstage staircase because she hasn't eaten

anything l day.”

"That'swhat shetold me," Jeanne Cassidy said, and it was lie number
one. Cavanaugh had anosefor lies. And this exhausted girl wasn't any
good at it. However, there was something odd about her, something
different from the usua gorgeous-but-not-too-bright kids who strutted
their Suff in Vegas, mostly turning after ayear or two to drugs or
pros-titution or dubious boyfriends. Sometimes dl three. Thisgirl was
subtly different, but Cavanaugh hadn't yet put hisfinger on how.

"So Miss Jefferson collgpses"
"Ms," theuniform said, moreingstently.

"-and you finish the number. The stage manager tellsyou he's upset
with Miss Jefferson and the show's star is going to be even more upset.
Then you go find your friend in the ladies room-"

" Women's room-"

"-and she says she hasto go home to her cousin'shouse in Austin right
away. Why wasthat again?'

"Shedidn't say," Jeanne Cassidy said, and it was lie number two.



"So the two of you rush out of Caesarsright there and driveto the
arport, without Miss Jefferson packing any bags or anything. Didn't
that seem odd to you?'

"YSI"
"Did you ask Miss Jefferson why she had to leave in such arush?’

"Of course| did!" the girl snapped. Cavanaugh poured another cup of
coffee, to give her time. He didn't want her hysterical. He held the
paper cup out to her but she shook her head.

"And when you ask Miss Jefferson why she hasto go to her cousin's so
quickly, she doesn't give you a straight answer. She just kegps
repesting 'l have to go home." Nothing more.”

"Yes" Jeanne Cassdy said, and that was the big one, lie number three.
But she had stuck to it for an hour now, which also interested
Cavanaugh. She didn't ook like she had that kind of tenacity. Unlessit
had been fused into her, and that took something extremely hot.

"So the two of you are running toward the airport termind, and thisbig
black car comesracing out of nowhere, hits Miss Jefferson while
you've gone back to your car for afeminine necessity, and disappears.
Y ou never get so much asaglimpse of the driver, thelicense plate, the
make of car, or anything dse sgnificant.”

"NO_"

Cavanaugh drank the coffee himsdif. It was probably terrible, but he
couldn't tell. He never could. Coffee was coffee. He drank it for the
caffeine, and to give aweighty pause to what came next.

"Miss Cassdy, did Miss Jefferson have a steady boyfriend?!
"Yes," Jeanne Cassidy said, and she didn't even try to look surprised.

"Who wasit?"'



"CarloGigliotti."

"Did Miss Jefferson ever mention to you that Carlo Gigliotti might have
connectionsto organized crime?"

"No," Jeanne said. Lie number four.
"Never, not even asasuspicion?'
llNa/a..ll

Y ou couldn't call her cool, she looked too frazzled and weary and
scared for that. So cdl her stubborn. But something else was there,
too, the quality Cavanaugh still couldn't put anameto.

Hesad, in aharsher voice, "Did Miss Jefferson tell you last night that
Carlo Gigliotti isdead?'

Shedidn't try to fake shock. Instead she just looked at him and said in
that same exhausted, stubborn, something-€lse voice, "No."

"He's dead, Miss Cassidy. The body was found yesterday afternoon,
with marks of what isamost certainly a professond job. And there's
been no retdiatory activity-that's the kind of thing we watch for- which
means his own organization probably disposed of him. It's not
surprising-Gigliotti was aloud-mouthed stupid braggart who had his
position because he was family to some very powerful people. They
gave himminimd trust, and he blew that minimum, and they killed him
and then his girlfriend too. The only reason they'd do that, Miss
Cassdy, isif they suspected Carlo had told her something, probably to
impress her, that he shouldn't have. And it's possible they will reason
that she might havetold you aswell, which could put you in
consderable danger. We can help protect you against that danger.
Now think again, Miss Cassdy-isthere anything you want to tell me
that you haven't said yet?'

"No," Jeanne Cassidy sad. "Thereisnt.”



"Miss Cassidy-"

"Ms.,," theloca said, and it was Jeanne who looked at her, with such a
look of freezing contempt that the fool woman shut up and even
Cavanaugh, despite himself, was secretly impressed.

He kept at her another hour. She wouldn't budge, not on any of it. The
report on the hit-and-run vehicle camein: astolen Buick LeSabre,
abandoned in the desert, yelow cotton fibers on the hood. Findly,
because there wasn't any other choice, Cavanaugh had Jeanne Cassidy
sgn astatement and let her go.

"But, Miss Cassdy, | want you to |et the department know where you
areat dl times. Infact, | want you to cal in every twenty-four hoursfor
the next two weeks. Use this phone number." He handed her the
laminated plagtic card.

She handed it right back to him. "1 can tdll you right now where I'm
going to be from now on," she said, in the strongest voice he'd heard
from her yet. "I'm taking ataxi from here to my apartment. I'm packing
my things. At the gpartment I'm making one phone cal, to Fred
Keni-per, to resign from Caesars Palace. Then I'm taking another taxi
to the airport and waiting there until | can get aflight to East Lansing,
Michigan, where my parentslive. I'm enrolling a Michigan State for the
fal semester, and I'm living a my parents house for the next four years
whilel get my degree. My father'snameis Thomas M. Cassidy. He'sin
the book, but I'll write it down for you. If you want me, you can cal me
there”

Cavanaugh and the female uniform stared at her. She took a piece of
paper and apen from her purse. Cavanaugh watched her print an
address and phone number. He wondered if she was smart enough to
have figured out that her and the Jefferson girl's phone was probably
tapped and her decision to shut up would thus be clearly communicated
to the Gigliotti family. He wasn't sure she was that smart, but he was
sure she meant what she said. Shewouldn't tell anybody anything more,



and she was going home, and she was going back to schoal.

He knew then, what was different about her. Unlike most of the Las
Vegas showgirls, she had a strong sense of sdlf-preservation. Shewas

Qgetting out.

The Carillon was one of the smal motels between the airport and the
Strip, neither grand nor deazy. Cavanaugh flicked on thelight in his
room, set the chain on the door, and glanced at the phone. The
message light blinked. Hope surged in him. Not Felders, Felderswould
beep him direct. Marcy?

He pressed O for the hotel operator. "Thisisroom 116.1 have a
message?"!

"Yes, Mr. Cavanaugh. The messageis, 'Call in. Felders” Shall | repeat
thet?"

"No," Cavanaugh said. He hung up and pulled the state-of-the-art
mobile phone from his pocket. There was no tone. He punched
Felderss number: nothing. "Shit," he said, and cdled Marty Felderson
the motel phone.

"Cavanaugh? What the hdll'swrong with your mohbile?!

"Probably the same thing that was wrong with the section fax machine
last week," Cavanaugh said acidly. "There's not adamn piece of
technology in the Hoover Building you can count on.”

"Good old pessmigtic Bob," Felders said jovialy. Nobody e se ever
caled Cavanaugh "Bob." He was Robert, dways. And hedidn't
con-gder himsdf apessmist. Why would apessmist spend hislife
chasing scum? A pessmist would just assume they couldn't be caught.

"Listen, Bob," Felders said. He ways began that way: listen. Asif
there were a chance his agents might not. "Did you learn anything useful
from that showgirl ?*



"Nothing. She knows, but sheisn't saying.”

"Well, leave your notes at the bianch for Paul Garrison and catch the
6:45 A.M. United flight for Washington. Pick up theticket at the desk.
Isthere anything Garrison needs to know that isn't in your notes?"

"No," Cavanaugh said. Gigliotti wasn't his case; held just happened to
bein Vegas, finishing up a semi-important errand, when the cal came.
Hewas closest, was all. He hadn't yet been agent-in-charge on a case
of hisown. Felders knew how much he wanted it.

"Then come onin. And listen, Bob-what do you know about
re-combinantDNA?"

"Nothing," Cavanaugh said promptly.

"WEéll, hope the in-flight magazine has an article about it. Redly,
nothing? At dl? It'sahot topic in the scientific world.”

"Clearly were not in the scientific world,” Cavanaugh said acidly, "or
we'd have basic technology that works."

"Good old pessmistic Bob. See you tomorrow."
"What about? What's the interest in recombinant DNA?"

"That'swhat you're going to find out,” Felders said. "There's acompany
we should look into. See you tomorrow."

Cavanaugh hung up. A company we should look into meant just more
routine intelligence work. Same old, same old.

He opened the desk drawer. The Carillon Mot stationery featured,
for no discernible architecturd reason, amedieva bell tower. He pulled
out three shests.

He aways carried his own drawing pencils, in various colors. With the
green one he sketched rapidly, easly: two birdswith long fishliketails.



Their odd bodies contorted into odd poses. He added water and
undersea plants and bottom-feeding dugs. He gave both fishbirds
baffled, pained expressions. Above the picture he printed MERBIRDS
DISCOVER OBSTACLESIN LIFE.

On the second paper he wrote, in hissmdl upright hand:

There's a beauty to a day alone in the hotel room. You can choose
to not shave over your Adam's apple. You can wear the wrong
shirt with the wrong pants. You can order room service

and fake a Mexican accent. You can line up all the little soaps,
moutbtvashes, sewing kits, and shower capsin a line across the
floor and accuse them of loitering. No one knows the satisfactions
I've seen.

On thethird paper he drew amilitary general, chest puffed out, hat at a
preternaturally correct angle. Across the general’'s uniform marched a
row of campaign ribbonswith hearts and knives and tiny beds.
Ca-vanaugh printed BATTLE STARS FOR THE WAR OF THE
SEXES.

He put each sheet of paper in a separate envelope and addressed all
threeto Mrs. Marcia Cavanaugh, in Washington. In hiswallet he found
three stamps. He stacked the | etters on the nightstand, beside the dead
mobile and hisregulation Smith & Wesson.

Hed been sending Marcy noteslike thesefor five years, from thefirgt
day they'd met. HEd sent hundreds during their first year together. The
frequency had fdlen off after they married but had surged again when
he'd left corporate life, which held hated, and joined the FBI. Then
another fdling off, coinciding with the dow cresping chill in their
marriage, like dow-motion frost that had escaped its season to settle
permanently through the entire calendar.

Then sheld | eft, and Cavanaugh had stopped sending the notes.



"I want more than this, Robert,” Marcy had said.
"Morewhat?"

"More everything. More travel, more laughter, more people, more
experiences. More breadth to life.”

"Maybe you only get breadth at the expense of depth,” Cavanaugh had
sad, not even knowing if thiswastrue, wanting to score points.

"No epigrams, Robert. No quips. | want to experience amuch wider
world than | ever could with you."

Cavanaugh eventudly decided, after months of pain, that he'd been left
for another lover: the wider world. He wished held thought to ask
Marcy how she expected it to love her back.

Now Cavanaugh was sending the notes again. Two, three a atime, a
few days every week, from wherever he was. Even from Justice at
Washington. She had loved them, once. Sheld laugh and shake her
head: "Who would ever suspect this sde of you, Robert?' He
remembered her laugh. Every night now, he remembered her laugh.

Heturned off thelight and made his mind leave Marcy and return to
whatever Jeanne Cassdy hadn't been saying. The Jefferson girl faling
ongtage at Caesars, and then the stage manager dragging her off, and
then-

Hewent over it al once more, and then yet again, looking for
something he might have missed. Something he could pass onto
Garrison. Hedidnt find it.

Just before hefell adeegp, he turned on the lamp and held the three
envelopesto thelight until he found the one that held the nasty crack
about the war of the sexes. Hetore it up.

Cavanaugh turned off the light and settled back into bed. A minute later
he turned the lamp on again and fished the fragments of torn paper from



the wastebasket. Carefully, he peeled off the unused stamp.
THREE

THERE are only four reasonsin the world to do anything,” Judy
OBrien Kozinski said to her nearly naked husband. "Because you want
to, because you need the money, because you gave your word, or
because you want to please someone you love."

"And which of thefirst three dragged you to Las Vegas?' Ben retorted.
He hung his sports coat in the hotel closet. "It surethe hell isn't because
you want to please me.”

"Actudly, that isthereason,” Judy said evenly. "Theres certainly no
other reason I'd be here."

Ben gave her his skeptical-scientist 100k, itsforce not at al diminished
by his standing there in his underwear. He had a beautiful body, Judy
thought despairingly. Tapering back, sexy strong shoulders, flat belly.
At forty-three. And she, despite being ten years younger, did not. Or at
least, not in Ben'sclass. And hisface, with its Roman profile and thick
blond hair, was just as gorgeous as his body. Judy hunkered down in
the red plaid wing chair, the hotdl's idea of contemporary elegance.

"Youmight," Ben said, pulling on hissuit pants, "just might, possibly, be
herein Vegasfor your job. Or weren't you planning to do that
interview at Nellisafter al?'

"Of courseI'm goingto doiit.”
"Then why haven't you left yet?'

"Because theinterview isn't until four. And because right now I'm
fightingwith you."

"| didn't gart thisfight."

"Oh, no. You'rejust an innocent babe in the academic conference



woods."

"Asamatter of fact, | am. Although of course you've aready made up
your mind otherwise."

She watched Ben shrug into hisjacket-Armani, of course, hed be the
only scientigt at the entire fucking microbiology conferencein Armani,
and hed lovethat. "Ben-"

"I'm changing clothes," Ben said with great ddliberation, "because|
have an important presentation to do this afternoon, possibly the most
important presentation of my career. Or did that fact escape your

dght?'
"Not enough escapes my sight. Certainly not your behavior at lunch.”

"There was nothing wrong with my behavior & lunch. Will you stop
picking a me?"

"If theissueisimportant, it isn't picking.”
"Theissueisnot important.”
"Maybeitisto me," Judy said. "Or doesn't that matter?’

Hedidn't deign to answer. | don't blame him, Judy thought. We sound
like the kind of married couple we never wanted to be.

"Ben," she said, fighting to sound logicd, "you didn't say one word to
me at lunch. Not one. | sat there like an extrafinia on the chair and you
talked through the entire medl to that wretched girl from UC Berkeley.
Ninety solid minutes. What do you suppose people thought?*

"I imagine people were far too busy with thoughts of substanceto
notice what | was doing. Thisis an important conference, after dl,

"Dont take the mora high ground with me! | know it's an important



conferencel™

"Then act likeit." He stood in front of the mirror and fine-tuned histig,
ared-and-blue Italian slk. The blue matched his eyes.

"Didyou. .. did you think she was so very pretty?"

He glanced at her swiftly, hearing the change in her voice. From anger
to pleading. She heard it herself: the sound of the central fact of their
marriage reassarting itsdf, inevitable as gravity. She wanted him more
than he wanted her. She knew it, and he knew it, and she knew he
knew it. God, she despised herself. She was pathetic.

Ben crossed the room to Judy's chair. "Isthat what thisisall about?
Because that graduate ass stant was pretty ?'

Judy looked at him, without smiling. But she couldn't help hersdlf. He
stood there above her, in his perfectly fitting clothes, hisblond hair
shining in the light from the window, the strange power on him of
arcane and difficult knowledge. It held apull for her, that power. It
aways had, sncethar very firgt date on her twentieth birthday. On her
wedding day she'd thought she'd die of happiness. Good Catholic girl
that she'd been, it had seemed that the saints had answered al her

prayers.

"Oh, honey, you don't need to be jedlous," Ben said warmly. He said
warm things very well. "Anitas just agraduate assstant. She hasn't got i
third of your brains." He sat on the arm of the plaid chair and took
Judy's hand.

"Truly?' shesaid, dlthough of courseit wasn't true, Anitacouldn't bea
graduate student in microbiology without being brainy. But Judy
couldn't stand to continue arguing. Ben'sfingerstraced little whorlsin
her padm. He was dways generousin victory, any kind of victory.
Good palicy. Ben beieved in good policy.

Judy looked out the hotel window at LasVegas. The hotel wasn't



directly on the Strip, but that didn't help much. She'd been with Ben to
scientific conferences al over the world, and she thought LasVegas
was the ugliest city sheld ever seen. Garish, cold-blooded, baking in the
August heat like some bloated iridescent lizard. Even Odo had been
better. In winter.

Bensad, "l only talked to Anitafor so long because shewasfedling
shy and out of place, agraduate assistant among the big guns.”

"My husband the humanitarian.”

He grinned. Heliked her wry, not pathetic. She liked hersdf better that
way, too. Didn't he ever notice that after twelve years of jedousy,
wrynesswore thin?

Probably basdlessjedousy, she reminded hersdlf. Because she had
never known for sure. Because, of course, she had never redly tried to
find out.

-only four reasons to do anything. Because you want to.. . .

Sheforced hersdlf to say, "Who eseis presenting this afternoon?
Besdesyou?'

"Sid Lenger. From the University of Washington. I'll blow him away."

Hewould, too, no matter what Sid Leinster's paper was on. Ben was
presenting amajor research project from the Whitehead Ingtitute for
Biomedical Research at Massachusetts Ingtitute of Technology, with al
the prestige that automatically conferred. And Ben was the third most
cited geneticist in the country, according to the spring newd etter of the
Ingtitute for Scientific Information, which kept track of such things. And
today's presentation was in the hot area of gene therapy, which even
the garbage press paid attention to. Manipulate living DNA! Cure
dread diseases by dtering the genes that cause them! Redesign the
origina blueprints from God-who &fter al hadn't had the advantage of a
3.5 million dallar grant from the Nationd Ingtitutes of Hedlth.



But that wasn't the whole truth, Judy forced herself to admit. Even if
Ben had been from Podunk University's biology department, presenting
on the causes of athlete's foot, he would command attention. He had
that most vauable gift for research science, aninfdlible nose for the
next big scent. Plus the second most vauable gift, the ability to obtain
funding to track that scent. And while she was counting up his gifts, she
might aswell throw in the third biggie: absolute integrity about hiswork.
If Ben said this project was of world-classimportance, then it was.
Where his research was concerned, he never inflated, never fudged,
never prematurely announced, never denied others credit, never
indulged in the hundred petty misrepresentations that smeared modern
government-funded science for the idealist. He was greedy for
atention, yes, but his research was dways honest, capable, and

important.

It was one of the things she reminded hersdlf of, lying awvake in their
bed hour after hour, during the nights he didn't come home.

Ben stood, still smiling at her. " Sure you won't come hear me emote
about envelope proteinsin retrovira vectors? Last chance, love."

"l can'. | can't. Y ou know thisisthe only time Ressman would give
me." Dr. James Ressman, head of the Atomic Energy Commission
office at Ndlis Air Force Base, seldom granted interviewsto the
"popular scientific press," about which he displayed much witty
contempt. Judy, freelance writer for that same popular press, had
worked for weeksfor thisinterview on the latest round of horrorsto
cometo light about bomb testing in Nevadain the 1950s. Science
Update was paying for her trip to Vegas. No interview, no expense
voucher.

Ben sad, "Wdl, then, wish meluck."

"Y ouwon't need it. DeaNukleiaison your sde.” Anintimate, dumb
joke: DeaNukleig, the Muse of Microbiology. Twelve years of
intimate, dumb, sweet jokes between them. Ben bent to kiss her where



she s, un-moving, in the plaid chair, and Judy thought she smelled
perfume on his suit jacket. Musk, or maybe sandalwood-she herself
used alight lilac scent. Then Ben straightened, and shetold hersdlf that
she was probably mistaken, the scent was probably just one more
unsubstantiated imagining. Her head felt heavy, the familiar feding of
having her brain wrapped in cotton wool. Unable to reason through to
logica conclusions. It was afeding familiar to her only around Ben.

Ben picked up his notesfrom the table: "Envelope Proteinsin
Retro-vird Vectors: Implicationsfor Mgor Histocompatability
Complex Antigen Activity." Judy forced hersdf to smileat him. "Good
luck, Ben."

"Thanks, love"

"Dinner at seven? The hotd restaurant on the top floor,
what's-its-name?’

"Unless Dea Nukleia decrees otherwise.”
"Jugt the two of us?'

"I promised, didn't |?"

"Bye"

"Bye, love"

Thedoor closed. Judy sat unmoving in the plaid chair for another five
minutes, ten. After that time, she shook her head. Thiswas supid. She
had things to do. Brooding never helped anything. She reached for the
phone to confirm her 3:00 appointment.

But instead her hand dialed the eleven digitsfor Troy, New York. The
phone rang twice.

"Hdlo?'



"Dad?It's Judy."
"Judy! Hi' Mom and | were just talking about you!"
"You were?!

"Wejust got back from Mass, and Father gave hishomily from Genesis
43:34: 'And he took and sent messes unto them from before him, but
Benjamin's messwas fivetimes as much asany of theirs And | saidto
your mother, God's at the conference with Judy and Ben."

Judy laughed. Her father could dways make her laugh. Lessfor his
wit-it wasn't redlly dl that funny, and she didn't believein the Bible
anymore anyway-than just for what he was. Solid. Generous. There
when you needed him.

"So what are you up to today?' Dan O'Brien asked.
"Interview with James Ressman a Néellis. On the NIH falout report.”

"I'm impressed,” her father said, and she heard in hisvoice that he was.
Hetaught physicsand calculus at Cardind John DiL.esso High Schooal.
"Ask him why escort fighters get funded and science education doesn't.”

Judy laughed. "Right. And get mysdlf escorted right out of there.”

They taked afew minutes more. When Judy hung up, her mood had
lifted. She buttoned her blazer, watched the linen wrinkle at her sdes
and strain across her belly, and unbuttoned it again. God, if only she

could lose twenty-five or thirty pounds. But dieting was so hard. She
awaysgot so hungry.

Sheturned her back on the mirror.

Judy shared the elevator with alarge group of conference delegates
wearing name tags. They headed past the Sapphire Room, which held
Sd Leinger's presentation on excitotoxin damage to mitochondria
Judy peered in. Rows of gilt chairs, occupied by atota of five people.



A nervous-looking man stood behind a podium, gazing forlornly at the
empty spaces. Poor Dr. Leingter.

The Topaz Room was doing better. Crowds thronged the aides, and
uniformed hotel employees carried in more chairs. Judy peered at the
topic on an ornate gilt easd: " Patenting Gene Fragments: Ethical 1ssues,
Legd Concerns, and Commercia Opportunities.” Well, that figured.
Patenting genetic discoveries was a hot topic. Making money aways
was.

She chided hersdlf for being cynical. After dl, the Garnet Room across
the hall was doing just aswell with "Cell-Cell Adheson Mediation by
Tyrosine Phosphatase: Experimental Outcomes,” which didn't sound
like something anybody could get rich from. The group Judy had seen
on the eevator headed toward the Garnet Room. They looked eager.
Wait till you hear Ben's presentation, she thought, and smiled to hersdif.

She threaded her way through the eevator contingent. Three of them
were women. One was pretty, adiminutive Asan with shining black
har.

DeaNukleiaand Ben. The firg-string team. Her husband.
Hers.

The Adan scientist had a bright red mouth and tiny waist. One hundred
ten pounds, at the most. Judy caught the scent of sandalwood.

Shewalked out of the hotdl in the glaring heat and droveto Ndllis Air
Force Base.

By 7:30, when Ben till hadn't shown up at the Top Hat Bar, Judy
started to get angry.

She sat done at atiny table near floor-to-celling windows, watching
frantic neon blink green and red and blue and gold. It wasn't pretty, just
hysterical, but if sheturned away from the window she'd have to wave



and smile at the conference partici pants passing through the bar to the
dining room, who might then fed sorry for her, dl dressed up and
stranded by her husband. They might even know where Ben was, and
with whom.

No. That wasn't fair. Probably he'd been delayed in some intense
argument about epinephrine receptors or cytokines. It had happened
before. She should stay calm, give him achance to explain, not jump on
him just because her day had been abust. Ressman had given her
nothing. Furthermore, he'd been testy and short, just this side of rude.
Judy knew she was good at patiently digging for the politica aspects of
science that scientists never wanted to disclose, but Ressman had
proved even better at not giving them to her. She hadn't even gotten a
decent quote.

At 7:45 the waiter threw her asignificant look. Judy ordered another
glassof Cdifornia Chardonnay.

At 8:00 she saw the Berkeley graduate student, Anita, passinto the
dining room with Sd Leingter. Anitawore aclinging red sheeth. Until
that minute, Judy had thought well of her own black knit, adressthat
made her fed dmost dim. Anitahad agardeniain her glossy har.

At 8:10 Judy shoved her chair away from thetiny table and jerked to
her feet. This spilled the rest of her wine. Ben walked into the bar.

"Judy! I'm so sorry I'm late.”

"Y ou're aways sorry," Judy snapped, mopping at the tablewith a
cocktail ngpkin. "I've been waiting an hour and ten minutes, Ben."

"I know. | know. But there's agood reason. Come on, let'sgo."
"Go? Go where? Ben, I'm gtarving!™
"Up to our room. WElI order room service. We need privacy to tak.”

Judy looked at him more closdly. His eyes shone feverishly. Histie had



been loosened, and there was a spot on his collar. She leaned forward.
Not lipstick.

"Ben-did your presentation go dl right?'

"The what? Oh, the presentation. Y es, fine. Great. Come on, Judy, let's
Qo

He grabbed her hand and pulled her from the bar. In the elevator he
dared at the flashing floor lights asif they were genetic code.

Once, in fifth grade at Holy Name Elementary School, Sister Joseph
Marie had refused to tell Judy what Judy had done wrong. Sister had
merely waved her to the corner stool, where Judy had sat in flushed
disgrace for thirty minutes, not knowing what her sin had been. The
ignorance was worse than the disgrace. "Y ou see?" Sister had said
softly, afterward. "Not knowing kills the spirit. So why wouldn't you tell
Peggy what page the math assignment is on when she asked you?'

"Because | didn't want to," Judy had answered, furiousthat little sneak
Peggy had tattled. Sister hadn't argued, only smiled sadly. But at recess
Judy had given Peggy dl the answersto the socid studies homework,
plusthe candy bar from her lunch. Not knowing kills the spirit.

She looked a Ben, studying eevator lights, and her heart started a
dow, methodica thud againgt her ribs.

"Judy," hesaid in their room, "how would you like-"
"I'd like to order dinner," she said firmly. Buying time.

"Thisistoo important to ... oh, al right, order for us both.” He
disappeared into the bathroom.

She ordered shrimp cocktail, steak, baked potatoes, sauteed zucchini,
wine, coffee and Black Forest torte. Ben came out of the bathroom
with hisshining blond hair freshly brushed and histie sraight. Asif he
were going to make a presentation. She settled hersdlf inthe plad wing



chair and clasped her handsin her lap.

"Judy, how would you liketo livein New Y ork, closer to your folksin
Troy?In anice big co-op on the Upper East Side, with alive-in
housekeeper? And a so be ableto afford to start our family?”

Judy's breath whooshed out of her. Whatever she'd expected, this
wasntit.

"How...who..."

"I've had ajob offer." Ben sat on the edge of the bed and grinned at
her. Hisblue eyes shone brilliantly. "A once-in-alifetime chance!”

"Y ou'd leave Whitehead? But it's the most prestigious genetic research
inditutein-" She stopped. But, no, the offer couldn't be from the Centre
d'etude du polymorphism humain. Hed said New Y ork, not Peris.

"Very little would make me even consider leaving Whiteheed. But this
isnt very little. Infact, it's everything. I'd have complete control over al
research, avirtudly unlimited budget, a percentage of profits, and the
salary. . . . It'sat abiotech company.”

Judy blinked. The commercia biotech firms had been springing up ever
since the Human Genome Project started mapping the broad outline of
human genes. Most of them were engaged in large-scae sequencing,
refining the maps the Project had pioneered. The moretraditional ones
worked on waysto fight disease. But she knew that afew were
pushing the envelope, moving into uncharted territory in search of
whatever large-scd e applications might emerge from the latest
discoveriesin microbiology. Especidly since the Supreme Court had
ruled that genetic discoveries could be patented. "Research privateers,”
Ben had cdlled them.

She said, "But you said you'd never take any position that-"

"Let mefinish. With this company, 1'd be able to conduct experiments



for their own sake, go wherever the research takes me-they're
interested in long-term results. And | could work without accounting to
an NIH grant board for every test tube and gene sequencer. | could
design research without arbitrary contrals, in an environment dedicated
to pure-"

"If it's so pure, how come they're talking about percentage of profit?'
Judy said acidly, hoping to dow Ben down. It didn't work.

"They're talking about percentage of profit because there eventualy will
be profits. There have to be. Biotech companies are the future, I've told
you that, honey-the genome project is only the infrastructure, the roads
and sewer lines. The commercid companieswill build on that
infrastructure, and some of it will be billion-dollar skyscrapers. Why
else do you think ninety million dollars was invested in genome-rel ated
private companies last year done, up 35 percent from the previous
year? Wal Street smellsmoney.”

"You sound likea PR release,” Judy said. She was getting dizzy. These
weren't the kinds of figures Ben usudly had a hisfingertips. "Ben-"

"Hear me out, honey. Thisis big. And not just financialy
big-scientificaly big. Important. Companieslike Verico-"

"Likewhat?'
"Verico. That'swhat thisoutfit iscaled.”
Verico. Truth company. She clasped her hands moretightly.

"Anyway," Ben rushed on, "Verico and commercid enterpriseslikeit
will be where the next big scientific breakthroughs happen, away from
government bureaucracies and away from crusading congressmen who
object to spending money on anything but themsdves and away from
animal-rights lobbyists who want to set al the lab mice free and away
from-"



"Wait!" Judy cried. Ben stopped. She took a deep breath. "Just dow
down, Ben. Don't give me the propaganda, just tell me what happened.
From the beginning. Verico approached you-"

For amoment Ben's blue eyes glittered. He never liked being
interrupted. But then he sat on the arm of her chair and took her hand.
It was the same pose held taken this morning, when he told her he
wasn't going to lay that girl from Berkeley. Judy wished heldd shift
position, but she didn't want to risk angering him.

"Okay, honey. From the beginning. | gave my presentation and
answered questions. This representative from Verico, who'd been
stting in the back taking notes, hung around until | wasready to leave.
After introductions-"

"Isthisrepresentative mae or femae?’

"Mae" Ben said evenly. "You had to ask, didn't you? This male
representative, aDr. Eric Stevens, introduced himself asthe president
of Verico. He'sabiochemist himsalf, undistinguished record, strictly
second-rate but at least he knowsit. They want afird-rate talent to
conduct research in areas adjacent to my work on envelope proteins.
He spent an hour outlining their genera thrugts, the facilities, budgets,
and so on. Stevens showed me asummary of their current work.
Uninspired, but in al theright areas. They'reworking on T-cdll antigen
recognition that-"

"Dont tdl methetechnica sdeyet,” Judy pleaded. "Just what it means
to you."

"What it could mean to meisthe chanceto finaly do thework | redly
want to. Without petty accountability, with adequate resources, and
with the rewardsthat 1-that we-are entitled to for doing it."

"Such asabig sdary. How big?'

"Hdf amillionayea."



It took her breath away. For a second she stared a Ben, who smiled
triumphantly.

"But, Ben, nobody gives researchersthat kind of money ..."

"Vericowill. Plus apercentage of eventua profits. Don't look like that,
Judy. God, your New Y orker suspiciousness! After | finished talking to
Stevens, | cdled Paul Blaine™

Paul wastheir accountant, and an old friend; Judy respected him. Hed
been best man at her and Ben's wedding.

"l caught him at his office, it was only four o'clock in Boston. That's
why | was late meeting you. | waswaiting for Paul to do some
checking and call me back. Verico isaprivate company, so there'sno
public financia documents. But Paul verified that Verico was founded
two years ago by awedthy entrepreneur, Joseph Kensington, whose
great-grandfather made the family money over acentury ago in New
Jersey red edtate. This Joseph is his namesake, and only surviving heir.
He owns a couple different companies, gpparently well managed. He
invested the family fortunewdl.”

Judy heard the admiration in Ben's voice; he admired people who
invested well. And least shetried to tdl hersdf that wasthe part he
admired, and not the family-fortune part. Ben's own family had been
the sort that moved to avoid paying back rent. Judy had aways thought
that her own family was one reason Ben married her.

Ben continued, 'Kensington apparently regards science as a sort of
spectator sport. Like you, honey.”

She said quietly, "Don't patronize me, Ben."

"I'm not. Anyway, he founded Verico, and he's searching for top talent
to makeit successful, and he's shrewd enough to recognize that top
talent costs money." Ben's voice was flat now. Hed run out of patience
with Judy's resistance.



"Ben, you dways said you'd never leave Whitehead-"

"Things change," Ben said in the sameflat voice. A knock sounded on
the door.

"Room savice"

Benlet inthewaiter and tipped him. Sizzling stesk, steaming coffee
perfumed the room. Judy found she wasn't hungry after dl. Sherose
from the plaid chair and positioned herself by the window.

"Ben, | know things change. | just don't see what's changed here. Other
commercia biotech companies have approached you-"

"Not with an offer likethis"

"Granted. But you're happy where you are. Weve made alifein
Bogton."

"And wed make onein New Y ork. God, Judy, how many people do
we know there already, not even counting al your cousins? Besides, |
haven't made up my mind yet. | wanted to talk with you, dthough that
doesn't seem to have been particularly productive. And | certainly want
to fly down there and look Verico over." He stood with hisarmsfolded
across his chest, on the other side on the serving cart. Neither of them
moved toward the food.

Judy said, "So you've dready agreed to arecruitment interview? Flying
there sraight from Vegas, | bet."

"YS"
"Without so much as consulting me."
"I'm consulting you now. And regretting it more by the minute.”

"We're supposed to go to Gene Barringer's daughter's wedding on
Saturday.”



"Make my regrets.”

He had on hisstony face. Judy said, "Y ou dways said you'd never
leave Whitehead-"

"Y ou keep saying that, asif it was somereligious vow! Look, Judy,
things change, even if you don't want them to. | like Whitehead, but
thereare alot of constraints on me there, | don't run the show, and I'll
entertain any reasonable offer.”

"Thisisn't exactly an offer from arecognized research center, and
furthermore-"

"Every important research center was unknown once-"

"-furthermore, saying you'l entertain anybody makes you sound likea
hooker."

"Don't pin your medieva notionsof snon me,” Ben said furioudy.
"That'sjust your Catholic upbringing clouding your judgment again!™

"My Catholic upbringing was supposedly one of the things you loved
about me! Remember? Stable family life, spiritua center, lifelong

mariage-"
"Likel sad, things change," Ben said coldly.
Judy didn't answer. Ben walked out of the room.

By thetime shefindly fell adeep, closeto 5:00 A.M., he hadn't
returned. The table from room service sat untouched, the fat on the
steakslong since congedled into cold dippery ridges the color of

maggots.
FOUR

TT END ELL Botts stood outside the el ectrified barbed-wire fence of
the camp of the Soldiers of the Divine Covenant and whispered a



prayer.

The prayer just sort of mistook him-he didn't know he was going to say
it until it wastoo late and the prayer was out. Wendell scowled and
gpat on the ground. His praying days were over, that was for damn
sure. He'd prayed and prayed, and where the fuck had it got him?
Standing here, outside the camp, looking at alot of rusty barbed wire
threaded with double 110-volt lines.

Not that hed minded the wire when he'd been inside, a Soldier himself.
Going to Bible class sx days aweek and chanting at Mass and helping
out in the dining hall and knedling every night to pray with Sardindaand
Penny. The wire had seemed good then, keeping them al safeinside,
safe on sacred ground, away from the temptations and misery and
blood sins of theworld. HEd redlly believed that, about the sinsand all
therest of it, supid fool that he was. Hed really believed it. And so
hed liked the wire, circling the camp in thefoothills of the Adirondack
Mountains, chegp land too rocky for farming and too isolated for jobs
and too dirt poor to interest much of anybody except the kind of
desperate religious nuts who'd follow their desperation to Cadillac,
New Y ork.

Cadillac. Thisplace was barely arusty Corolla.

Two men opened theiron gate set between high brick posts. The gate
was strong but plain, and so were the men, dressed in the dark work
clothes Soldiers of the Divine Covenant favored on weekdays. On their
breast pockets was hand-embroidered the red silk C. Wendell
measured both men. Over six feet, maybe 195, 200 pounds each, not
much of it fat. But Wendell had been amarine, and in prison he'd lifted
weightsfor hours every day, and still worked out regularly.

"Sardinda doesn't want to see you, Wendell," thetaler guy said.
Wendéll didn't recognize him. He hadn't been here when Wendell had
been a Soldier.

"Tel her she'sgot to see me. That | got aright to see my wife and my



kids"
" told her, Wendéll. She saysno.”

Hefdt histemper risng, the steam building up insde him, and hetried
to push it down again. He couldn't lose histemper again. Then
Sardindawould never come out.

"Tel her | said pleasg, it'sred important to me, and I-"
"Shesadwo."

Who did this guy think he was? Wendell kept his pamsflat againg the
legsof hisjeans, to keep from making fists. Beyond the two men he
could see the camp buildings baking in the sun: flat, low, plain. Painted
withred Cs.

"Then let me seemy kids. | got aright-"
"I'm sorry." The taller man turned away, and the other followed.

Wenddll said, "l saw alawyer. If Saralindaand my kids don't come out
here and talk to me, he says we can get some kind of court order to let
me comein there and see them!”

That stopped them. He knew it would. No one who wasn't washed
clean by baptism could go insde the camp. It would pollute sacred
ground, earth once trod by the feet of asaint. Wendell had been clean
once, but he sure the hell wasn't now. He added, bluffing, "I'll come
back here with my lawyer and papers. I'm sick of this runaround shit!"

"Wait here" thetdler guy said.

Both men disgppeared. They were gone along time. Maybe they caled
the Elderstogether, that group of crazy old men who ran the place,
who never |eft sacred ground because they didn't need to work outside
like the young men and childless women. Wenddl| had to laugh every
time he saw one of those stupid TV shows about religious cultswith



some crazy charismatic leader who fucked dl thewomen and lived high
on the hog. The Soldiers of the Divine Covenant weren't like that.

They followed the secret ways of St. Cadoc, who'd left the world to
gtart amonastery and then left the monastery to travel around the
world, holy and poor, until he died. Twice. The camp was run by five
old men who lived plainer and barer than anybody e se, for the greater
glory of God. They ate rice and beans and dept on thefloor, evenin
winter and never fucked nobody. That wasthe way to be redly holy.

Wenddl'd known even when he wasinsde that held never beredly
holy.

Y eah, that was what they were doing, calling together the Elders. They
didn't care that they kept him outside in 92-degree August humidity
with no shade closer than two hundred feet and the inside of his pickup
like an oven. Did they think he'd give up and go away? Not achancein
hell. Not thistime. He wanted to see hiskids.

Twenty minuteslater, his heart leaped. Three people walked toward
the gate, the two tall men and asmdll figure between them, awoman
dressed in jeans and aloose, dark blue work shirt with thered C.
Sardinda

The men unlocked the gate, pointedly left it open, and stood spaced
equidistant just insgde. Sardindawalked out dowly, in that hesitant way
she had that dwayslooked so feminine. Wendell made himsdlf hold
dtill, so shed have to walk over to him, out of earshot of the Soldiers.

"Hélo, Wendd."

"Sardinda." Chrigt, hewas going to cry. She looked just the same, long
sraight shining brown hair around that smadl thin face. Big soft brown
eyes. No, hewouldn't cry, he couldn't, sheld think hewasawuss. To
keep the tears back, he scowled. "Where are the kids?'

"Ingde”



"l want to see them.”

"That's not agood idea, Wendell."

"I don't give aflying fart whether it'sagood ideaor not! They're my
kidd"

"l know they are," she said. Sheturned to look over her shoulder at the
gate, maybe to make sure the two Soldiers were il there, and he
forced himsdlf to lower hisvoice.

"They'remy kidsand | want to see them. Isthat acrime?’
"Y ou can see them, Wendell. When the divorce decree says."”
"Once amonth, with that socid worker stuck to them like glue!”

Shelooked a him quietly, not smiling. Sheld never been onefor smiling
much. "That's what the judge decided. Y ou did arobbery, Wendell.
And you hit me. And Penny."

"Twice"

"Sardinda..." Hisvoice choked up and hetried again. "What | did was
wrong. | know that now. | was drinking so hard, and | lost my job, and
| was so confused about the Soldiers-"

"No confusion is necessary about the Soldiers,” Sardindasaid quietly,
and heforced himsdf tolet it go by because he couldn't afford to upset
her, couldn't afford to get angry himsdlf, thiswas too important.

"l waswrong. But | haven't had anything to drink for five months, |
swear it. | goto A.A. every night, you can ask my sponsor, I'll giveyou
his phone number. I'm different now. Sardinda. . . they're my kids.
And youre-were-my wife. Saralinda-l want you back. | ill loveyou,
and | want usto beafamily again.”



There. HEd said it. Without anger or blame. Held said it. He waited,
his heart in hismouth.

Sheturned again to glance over her shoulder at the two men standing in
the gateway, and it seemed to Wenddl | when she turned back that there
wasalittle shinein her brown eyes. His breath caught and held.

Shesad, dmog shyly, "Y ou gtill love me?!

"God, yes! | can't tdl you how much. And thekids, too."
"Y ou stopped drinking?'

"l sweer it, honey."

"Youreworking?'

"Andrews Congtruction Company outside Albany. Here, | got apay
sub right in my wallet, | can proveit to you-" He fumbled for hiswall€t.
Sardinda stopped him, putting her smal hand on hiswrist. Her touch
made a deep sweet flood open under hisribs.

"I believe you, Wenddl. And you'd come back, to the Covenant? Be
reinstated as a Soldier of Truth?!

He stared at her. She gazed back, and the shinein her eyesdulled like
somebody wiped them with sandpaper. Shetook her hand away. "Oh.
Oh...."

"Sardinda... | can't come back."

"If the Eldersheld aspecid meseting-"

"l won't go back inside that fucking place! Not ever!"
"Don't talk that way about the Lord's work."

"The Lord'swork! Memorizing Bible verses and praying to adead
saint and sacrificing woodchucks for the ains of the world and waiting



for fucking Christ to come save usal-"

Sardindaturned to go.

"No, wait, | didn't mean that, don't go, Sardinda, you're my wife---"
"No. Not anymore."

"And whoseideawasthat? | never wanted thisdivorce, | only wanted
you and David and Penny and-"

"Then you shouldn't of broken Penny'sarm.”

"It was an accident! | swear to God it was an accident, | told you and
told you but you fucking never listen to me! Not to me, just to those
five dried-up so-cdled holy men with their fucking anima sacrificesto
atonefor the snsof the fucking world-"

"'For thelife of thefleshisin the blood: and | have givenit toyou
upon-"

"Don't quote Bible at me, | know it aswell asyou do, | fucking had to
learn enought"

-the dltar, to make an atonement for your souls. for it-
"l sad stop it, I'm warning you, Sardinda"
"'-isthe blood that maketh an atonement for the soul.’ Leviticus 17:11."

"Stopit!" Wendell screamed, and it was exactly the same asit used to
be, hefdt like he was drinking again, even though he hadn't had adrop
infive months. What he told her was no more than the goddamn truth.
But she never listened, nobody ever listened to him, not even when he
was right, and he was right about that dangerous stinking camp. It was
unhedthy, it was fucking unclean-

"Good-bye, Wenddll," Sardlinda said.



"Don't you keep my kidsfrom me, bitch! I'll get another lawyer”

Shefaced him. "We dreedy did lavyers, Wenddll. And they didn't
change anything thet redly matters.”

Wenddl stared at her. Hisanger drained away again and the empty
feding followed, theway it dwaysdid, eventudly. Sometimes, during
the end of their marriage, hed kept the anger going just so he wouldn't
haveto fed the empty fedling. It was so much fucking worse.

"Saralinda-don't go, don't go back insde, don't keep my kids away
fromme-"

"They have agood lifeingde. They have clean friends, and schooling
that teachesthem to live Godly lives, and asmple hedthy diet without
no blood. They learn about the lives of the holy men, Jesusand St.
Cadoc and Pere Cadaud and the rest. Penny and David are happy
here, Wendéll. Y ou know that's true. They're both happy, and living
without fear."

Fear of him, she meant. And because he couldn't bear that, he seized
on what ese sheldd said. "Without blood, sure, how hedthy isthet, dl
vegetables and cheese s0 they don't make no mistake and swalow a
drop of blood-"

"Acts 15:20-"

"Being taught that people can come back from the dead, fucking
ghosts-"

"Y ou know St. Cadoc was only raised as Pere Cadaud because the
New World needed asign that-"

"And watching those old men sacrifice woodchucks and rabbits and-"
"Y ou know children aren't alowed to watch-"

"And if something happensto them, you tdlling the hospitd they can't



even have ablood transfusion, it's better to let them die-"
"Acts 21:25-"

"Die rather than get atransfusion because five crazy starved old men
decided that atransfusion iseating blood, so if my kidsarelying there
inafucking hospital bleeding and hurting-"

"The only time they've been hurting in ahospitd," Sardindasad, "is
when you put Penny there."

Therewasalong slence.

"Sardinda," hefindly said, and at histone shetook a step backward, "l
been reading the Cadillac Register . The death notices. Another namel
recognized from ingde died two days ago. Are the Elders doing some
kind of human sacrifice?"

Her eyeswent wide. Then, for thefirst time, her smal thin face broke
up. "How dare you!" she spat at him. "Y ou know better than that! Y ou
know the Soldiersrevere human life! Mrs. Evanston died of aheart
attack, and do you think her obituary would be in the newspaper
otherwise? Weve got used to the world being full of anti-Christsdoing
the devil'swork and trying to smear the Truth with mud-but you,
Wendéell Botts, you know better! You!"

She turned to march away, and Wendell grabbed her. He caught her
arm and started to drag her toward histruck. Saralinda screamed. He
heard the redl fear in her scream and it turned him sick ingde. Hewas
just about to let her go when the first of the two Soldiers clamped his
neck from behind.

Wenddll released Saralinda. Hisrage boiled into atremendous bellow
and hethrew the guy over hisshoulder. In asecond al hismarine
training was back and held delivered an expert kick to thefalen man's
head and turned to take on the other one. But the kick never
connected. Thefalen man hit the ground rolling, got to hisfeet in one



smooth fluid motion, and charged Wendell, and he knew immediately
that hisfirst throw had been blind luck, happening only because the guy
hadn't been prepared. In thirty seconds Wendell lay bloody and
gasping for air, puking out his guts on the ground, and the two men,
undamaged, were hustling Sardindathrough the gate and damming it
hard.

When he could see again, he eased himsdlf off the ground. Nothing was
broken. But he'd been whipped like adog and that's how he crawled
off, like awhipped dog, hisblood in the dugt. In front of Sardlinda
Behind the whed of the pickup he sat gasping along time before he
could drive away from the wire and the camp and the kids he hadn't

got to see after dl, and al he could think of wasthat he wanted adrink
as bad as hed ever wanted anything in hiswhole fucking life.

He wasfive miles down the highway beforeit occurred to him to
wonder about something. The Soldiers of the Divine Covenant were
peaceful, because three hundred years ago Pere Cadaud had been a
peaceful fucking wimp who let himsdlf be tortured to death on thisvery
spot by abunch of Indians he wastrying to convert. The Soldiers were
supposed to live like Pere Cadaud. They didn't believe in going to war
or owning guns or taking life except in holy atonement.

So how come they had camp guards so good that one could take
down atwenty-six-year-old ex-marine in superb shape without the
guard's buddy even turning ahair to help?

Hedidn't have adrink.

It was atriumph, afucking triumph, every time he didn't have a beer.
That'swhat A.A. said. Maybe they wereright. But it sure didn't fedl
likeatriumph tonight.

Wenddll sat infront of the TV inhismotd gpartment in Gloversville,
nine milesfrom Cadillac. Outside, traffic honked and droned on Route
29A.. Indde, dl in one room, were a sagging bed, a sofawith loose
gorings, aTV on ameta stand, a coffee table with deep knife cuts, a



dresser, and a combined sink-refrigerator-stove unit with no counter
gpace. A toilet and mildewed shower had their own room. One
hundred twelve dollars aweek, because he was saving his pay for a
nice two-bedroom gpartment if Saralinda and the kids came home.

When Saralinda and the kids came home. He wasn't beat yet.

He sat on the bed, holding ice againgt hisribs where the bastard had
kicked him. In twenty minutes he had to get up and drag himsdlf to A.A.

They had sayingsfor everything, A.A. "Fakeit to makeit."
"Oneday a atime.”
"I'm not okay and you're not okay but that's okay."

"It takeswhat it takes." Which goddamn saying would they usefor a
guy going to amesting with abroken rib?

Because broken or no, hewas still going. Thisnight and every night.
He'd seen acounsdor a Lega Aid in Albany, aplace you could walk
in and get one free counsding sesson to tell you what rights you had.
Thewoman lawyer, asmart little Jew, told him that his best shot at
regaining vigitation wasto "document.” That meant he had to show a
judge written records that he was working and sober and saving
money, for at least Sx months straight. So hewasgoingto A A,
tonight and every other fucking night. They wanted documentation,
they'd get documentation. He had adrawerful of pay stubs and a bank
book with bigger numbers every week and a perfect A.A. attendance
record marked down in alittle notebook by his sponsor, LewisP., who
wasafucking court bailiff. Let Sardindaand her Soldiersfight that.

He moved theice pack and winced. Maybe he should see a doctor.

No, hedidn't have any hedth insurance and an office visit would cost
maybe fifty bucks. That'd befifty buckslessin the bank account to
show the judge.



He had to get Saralinda and his kids back. He had to. Not just
because hislife was worth shit without them, ether. For their sake.
Even forgetting al that shit about Pere Cadaud redlly being St. Cadoc
raised from the dead. Even forgetting dl that crazy ghost stuff. There
was worse.

There were Bible verses that you could use to make human sacrifices
sound all right. He could think of half adozen verses himsdlf, just Stting
here, if you stretched meanings like the Elders did. And the ground
underneath the Divine Covenant camp was honeycombed with
limestone caves. Howe's Caverns, abig tourist attraction, was only
fifteen milesaway, on the other sde of the Thruway. Branches and
offshoots on the underground caves were all over this part of the State.

The Divine Covenant camp prepared some of their underground caves
like bunkers, stocking them with food and beds and candles, for the
great holy war of Armageddon that was supposed to turn up soon.

They could easly hold human sacrifices of blood atonement down
there. Wendell had been down in those caves. They were cold, and
dark, and they had tons of natural limestone. Break it up and shove it
over the bodiesin some deep little offshoot tunnel, and nobody'd find
them in ahundred years. So maybe Naomi Evanston had had an
obituary and died in ahospital, al regular, but who esein the camp
was missing? With defiled scum like him forbidden on holy ground, and
the government cdlling it private property, who'd ever know?

And hiskidswerethere. Inade. And Sardlinda. . .
It takes what it takes.

He drank off thelast of hisclub soda, gingerly buttoned his shirt over
the bruised ribs, and went off to attend Alcoholics Anonymous.

FIVE
TTHAT the hdl are you doing?' Felders said. "We don't pay you to do



thet."

Cavanaugh looked up from the pieces of coffee pot spread over the
formicatable. "Apparently we don't pay anybody elseto do it ether.
Damn thing's broken. I've been working on it for twenty minutes.”

" S0 get some coffeein the lounge. | know you'll drink anything anyway."

"That's not the point,” Cavanaugh said patiently. "This coffee pot isjust
fourteen months old. Barely out of warranty. It shouldn't break down
onmeye."

Feldersgrinned. "On you, persondly?’

"Yes" Cavanaugh said. "l take it asapersona affront. For which, |
might point out, thereis good reason: | paid for it. Thisismy persona
nonfunctioning coffespot.”

"Just like your personad nonfunctioning mobile and your persond
nonfunctioning fax."

"No, those are sectiond mafunctions, dthough not completely
unrelated. Marty, it'sthis building. Bring amachine anywhereinto the
Federa Triangle-here or at Justice-and it's dead.”

"No, Bab, its not the Federd Triangle-it'syou. Machinesjust plain
don't likeyou. | can'timaginewhy. You're so likable. Listen, grab some
coffeein thelounge and come down to my office. We have something
bigger than dead Mr. Coffees.”

"Dead people?’
"No," Felderssaid. "At least, not yet."

A man waited in Felderss office. Y ounger even than Cavanaugh:
twenty-five, twenty-seven. Expensive dark gray suit, rep tie, Ivy
League haircut, acertain salf-conscious precise ook that Cavanaugh
recognized ingtantly. A new Justice attorney, trying to look older and



more important than he actually was. Hired after spring graduation, they
bloomed in August, like ragweed.

"ThisisAssstant U.S. Attorney Jeremy Deming," Felders said. "Robert
Cavanaugh.”

The two men shook hands. Deming didn't smile. He said pompoudly,
"Thank you for coming, Agent Cavanaugh. We have something very
interesting to discusswith you."

"Yes, we do," Felderssad.

Feldersdidn't like attorneys. That was, Cavanaugh thought, an odd trait
for an FBI supervisor; most of Felderss superiors and some of his
counterparts were attorneys. But Felders had come up a different
career path: He was an ex-cop. He still looked like a certain kind of
cop: wiry, ferd, seldom motionless. Fingers tapped, foot jiggled, arm
twitched. When he paced his office, talking rapid-fire to Cavanaugh
about fake-tough lawyers who'd never busted down doors, he looked
like a cartoon of aNew Y ork detective on double speed.

Felders assumed that Cavanaugh didn't like attorneys, either, maybe
because Cavanaugh's career path had been even weirder: English
magjor to corporate salesto the FBI. But Felders was right. Too many
of Marcy's snobbish friends were attorneys. Cavanaugh, like Felders,
preferred lawyers across the street, at Justice, trying cases after the
Bureau had solved them. It was neater that way. Like Felders, he kept
this opinion within the confines of Felderss office. Assstant U.S.
Attorney Jeremy Deming looked like agood example of the reason

why.

"Shoot," Cavanaugh said. He settled into Felders's padded visitors
chair, leaving the straight-backed one to Deming. Felders perched at
the edge of his desk, foot tapping.

Deming passed Cavanaugh afolder. "Thisisthe caseinitiation report
on what we hope will eventudly be an REI." He sounded asif he were



announcing the Second Coming. "It contains both long-term Strategic
intelligence and more immediate investigetive items. Maybe | should
begin with some background, gentlemen. We're hoping that under
Section 1962 of Title 18, United States Code-"

"| think weredl familiar with the RICO datutes,” Felders said eadlly.
Cavanaugh admired hisrestraint.

Deming said, "1 thought Mr. Cavanaugh wasfairly new to the section-"

"Mr. Cavanaugh has an extensive background in FBI strategy, plus
years of the closest kind of investigetive work."

"Sorry," Deming said perfunctorily.

Cavanaugh blinked. Hed had two yearsin Intelligence, the Bureau's
sngle most boring section, and lessthan ayear with the Crimina
Inves-tigative Divison, much of it spent Sitting in carswatching people
goinand out of buildings. Routine surveillance. Felders must beredly
offended by this pompous young ass. But if thisredlly was a chanceto
work onan REl. ..

A Racketeering Enterprise Investigation was their most effective tool
againg organized crime. In traditiona cases, Justice prosecuted the
Relatives one by one-this one for loan-sharking, this one for murder,
thisone for narcotics. Overdl, it made no difference whatsoever. The
convicted felon, often afoot soldier, went off to prison, omerta intact,
and somebody e se moved into that dot on the organizational chart. To
go after the real power, the Relatives at the top, you needed the
Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organization statutes. Under RICO,
it was a separate, federd offenseto even belong to an "enterprise” that
was engaged in a"pattern” of racketeering. It let law enforcement go
after organized groups that engaged in crimesfor profit-even if thetop
members couldn't be directly linked to the specific crimesthat made up
the pattern. An REI needed authorization from the director, with written
notice to the attorney generd. 1t meant acommitment of money and
manpower. It was big.



But Deming had only said he "hoped" thiswould become an REI. So
what was it now?

"Deming, what exactly do we have here?' Cavanaugh asked.

"I'mtrying to tell you. It'sbeen my privilegeto assst in preparing the
caseagaing Carl Lupicaet. d., for which agrand jury returned a
RICO indictment last week. Y ou may have read about it in the papers.”

No, Cavanaugh wanted to say, because Deming was such an asshole,
but of course he had. The entire nation had read about it in the papers.
Cavanaugh had Deming pegged now. Deming had been alega go-for
on the case, an utterly unimportant round peg the prosecuting team had
used in easlly identifiable round holes, and Deming knew it. It sung. He
was trying to make himsdlf fed better by throwing around his utterly
negligible weight across the street from Justice. Cavanaugh wondered
who Deming knew to have gotten his job, and how long hed keep it.

More important, nobody at Justice would have trusted him with
anything important. Which meant this "case" was either margind, merdly
aroutine check on periphera data, or very preliminary. Cavanaugh
hoped for preliminary. Maybe he could do something with preliminary.

He wanted a case of hisown.

Deming continued, "The predicate acts of the Lupicaenterprise
included bribery, extortion, wire fraud, mail fraud, obstruction of
justice, plus separate counts of money laundering and continuing
crimina en-terprise. Briefly, gentlemen, and at the risk of
over-amplification, the defendants have been indicted in the Southern
Digrict of New Y ork for misuse of the pension fund of the Internationa
Longshoremen's Association. In particular, the fund has allegedly been
used to provide the ILA with secret ownership inred estateand in
various legitimate busnesses.”

Theguy talked asif hewerewriting abrief. Maybe he didn't know any
other way to tak.



"Aspart of theinvestigation,” Deming said, "Title 111 eectronic
aurveillance was utilized, yielding over five hundred hours of taped
conversaion in both English and Itdian. If you'll turn to page sixteen of
theinitia casereport, you'll find one very brief section of the aggregate
transcript. The speakers are Frank Cindli and Mark ‘Marco D.' Denigl.
‘Northwood' refersto redl estate Since seized under crimind forfeiture.”

Cavanaugh turned to page sixteen, which was awelcome contrast to
Deming'sdiction:

CINELLI: All accounted for?

DENISI: Yeah, dl of it.

CINELLI: And 3Jmmy ddivered dl right?

DENIS: | would of persondly put hiseyesout if he fucked up.

CINELLI: Yeah. All right. Did Lupica say anything to you about
North-wood?

DENIS: It'sall st.

CINELLI: What? All set? Already?

DENISI: They got it done fast.

CINELLI: What about that other thing?Verico?
DENISI: No, that's not on this desl.

CINELLI: It'snot? Sayswho?

DENISI: Lupica.

CINELLI: It's separate?

DENISI: It's separate.



CINELLI: God damn it, nobody told me! I'm supposed to betold
thingslikethat! Especidly when it'sthat important!

DENISI: Ligten, alot of people aren't getting told important things.
Likewith Jmmy last month. It's Mascaro. He's an asshole.

CINELLI: I'd liketo fucking kill him. I should of been told.

"Thefocus hereisthe referenceto Verico," Deming said. "Asyou can
see, the transcript clearly establishesthat it was not part of the same
illegdl use of funds as was Northwood, and thus has not been included
inthe crimind forfeiture proceedings. We don't have probable cause
for a subpoena duces tecum, but both speakers use the word
'important’ when referring to Verico. This, combined with &"

Cavanaugh interrupted. "Will Cindli talk more about Verico? Or will
Denig?'

"No, they-"

"Has either been given grand jury immunity?'

"They have," Deming said, offended. "Both flatly deny that they ever
heard of Verico. They maintain that the tape was mistranscribed.”

"To be expected,” Felders said. "They have this odd preference for not
ending up at the bottom of New Y ork Harbor. | don't understand it.
Do you understand it, Bob?"

"l don't understand it," Cavanaugh said.

Deming said frodtily, "Thistranscript, combined with other intelligence
I'll explicate in amoment, has attracted the attention of Justice's
Organized Crime and Racketeering section. Pages one through fifteen
contain known background on Verico, Incorporated. It allegedly is-"

"Why don't | have acrack at the summary,” Felderssaid. He smiled at
Deming, out of either exagperation or remorse. Cavanaugh couldn't tell



which.

"Vericoisabio tech company,” Felders said to Cavanaugh, "two years
old. Incorporated in Elizabeth, New Jersey. It's solely owned by one
Joseph Kensington. Y our basic eccentric multimillionaire. He inherited
the money, whichisal legit. Until afew weeks ago, when this report
was prepared, anybody would have said Kensington was legit, too.
Dissipated wastrdl youth, drugsin the sixties, dropped out of Yae.
Straightened out in his mid-thirties and settled into increasing the
inherited fortune. An American success sory."

"And then afew weeks ago ..." Cavanaugh prompted. Feldersliked
audience participation.

"And then afew weeks ago we get the photograph on page seventeen,
apicture of one Vincent DiPrimabeing admitted to Kensington's house
on Long Idand, by Kensington himsdf, on July 28 at threein the
morning. We had an agent watching DiPrima, who wasflying around
the country making calls on people on behaf of the Rdatives. One of
the people he called on, so late at night, was Joseph Kensington. This
seems very odd, what with Kensngton being such an upright citizen
anddl."

"Odd indeed," Cavanaugh said.

"Theinfo went into the computer, and came up a match with the
Cindlli-Denis referenceto Verico. Justice requested a background
check, including atax check, which you havein your folder there. No,
don't study it now. Five years ago Kensington'sincometax returns
reported loss after loss, from what the analyst says are amazingly stupid
investments. In fact, she saysyou have to be amost trying to lose
money to make investment choicesthat bad."

"Or else panicking becauise the money's running out.”

"Bingo," Felders said. "Of course, he could have dl kinds of extra
stashed away in Swiss accounts or something. The fact that helost alot



of money and then Started two businesses within ayear doesn't
necessarily prove he had crooked help.”

"Two? What's the other business?"

"A chain of Caddy dedlerships. Honest asthe day islong, and believe
me, Justice checked. Kensington's making money by the Eldoradoful.”

Deming winced. Cavanaugh gave himsdf the luxury of ignoring the
atorney. "A car dedership and abiotech firm," he said thoughtfully.
"Both businesses that take alot of up-front capitd.”

"And Verico'slosng money, which I'm told is par for the coursefor a
biotech company for thefirst few years. They'vefiled for three patents,
al onwhat I'mtold are thingswith limited commercia potentid. But the
equipment and salaries and operating expenses are taking mucho cash.
So wherésit coming from?"

"From Vince DiPrimas Rd atives?"

"Thereisasyet nothing to establish that link," Deming said primly. "But
even though Justice lacked probable cause for eectronic survelllance,
and dthough we-"

"What/wsfr'ce did do," Felders said, before Deming could wind up to
deliver another subordinate clause, "was degpen the background check
on the nine people employed at Verico. Thelist's on page
twenty-seven. The andyst must have been some enterprising kid, eager
to make hismark. He or she checked out everybody's gardeners, their
wives bridge clubs, whatever. See-there, at the bottom of pagethirty.
Dr. Eric Stevens, Verico's president, was once married to Mary
Staller, nee Falacci, whose sister Janice was once married to Frank
Mascaro. Theinformation is marked Top Priority.”

"Thisismarked top priority?"

Feldersgrinned. "Like| said, the analyst's eager. Y ou know these



newly hired hotshots."
Deming shifted in hischair.
Cavanaugh thought aminute. "Still ..."

"I know, | know. Contact has been made in more tenuous ways than
that. I1t'sjust possible that Stevens, who knew Kensington at Yae-
that's in the background report-was the means for one of the New

Y ork or Boston or Las Vegas familiesto offer Kensngton financing in
exchange for an impenetrably legitimate front. Frank Mascaro is part of
the Gigliotti family; Mary Faacci'sfather hastiesto the Cdlipare family.
More sgnificantly, Christopher Del Corvo, alab assstant at Verico, is

Stephen Gigliotti's nephew.”

An ELSUR tape mention. A photograph. Out-of-pattern tax returns.
Possible socia and blood ties. "Pretty thin," Cavanaugh said. "What
esehavewe got?'

Deming said, "Two additiond items. Firgt, Dr. Eric Stevensisliving
considerably more lavishly than his reported income would appear to
judtify. The Tax Divison report isin thefolder. They're holding off on
an audit pending a decision about a RICO investigation. Second-"

"Thisismore our bailiwick, counsdor,” Felders said, too pleasantly.
"Bob, look at page fifty-four. It'saletter addressed directly to Duffy."

Patrick Duffy, head of the FBI Crimind Investigative Divison, had
once been an attorney, but Felders respected him anyway. HEd been a
good prosecutor and he was now agood divison chief. Duffy didn't
look like an attorney. He looked like aliquor-ad model, cool and
elegant. He dso believed in judicious economy. On thewhole
Cavanaugh admired this, except when it cameto law enforcement
equipment. He turned to page fifty-four.

Therewas no letterhead, salutation, or closing:



/ apologize for my anonymity, but I am concerned for the safety of
myself and my family. Nonetheless, I'm compelled to advise you of
a serious, potentially dangerous situation unfolding at Verico, Inc.,
a commercial biotechnology firmin Elizabeth, NJ. The research at
Verico isterrifying, and made more so by links to organized crime.
An investigation into both research and staff should be an FBI
type priority. Also, it would be enlightening to contact those whom
Vericoiscurrently trying to recruit. | understand that Dr.
Benjamin Kozinski will be approached at the microbiology
conference in Las Vegas.

"No fingerprints," Felders said. "Hewlett-Packard printer, standard
CopyMaster sixteen-pound paper and Mead envelope, postmarked
Denver but could have been written anywherein the United States.
Addressed to Duffy, by name and correct title."

Cavanaugh said, "Not the wording of your standard-issue nut. A
disgruntled employee?'

"Nobody'seft Verico. In two years. But our scientific expert tellsme
that's not unusua at abiotech company. They hire carefully, pay well,
keep their staffs smdll to cut down on communication errors. People

day."

"Y ou dready have ascience advisor on this?!

"Breezed it past her. She'sjust that, an advisor, not an investigator.”
"You said two find items. What's the other one?

Felders began to pace, jingling die change in his pocket. Cavanaugh
was used to this. Deming, from his expression, was not. Acrossthe
Street at Justice, they were less peripatetic.

"Yegterday | asked an analyst to check airline tickets from the
microbiology conference. Dr. Kozinski, who'sabig cheesein genetic
research at M.1.T., changed his reservations two days ago. Instead of



going hometo Boston with hiswife, heflew into Newark, and then to
Boston the next day. The Vegas-Newark trip was on the sameflight as
Dr. Eric Stevens. Adjoining seats. Y our background information on
Kozinski starts on page sixty-two. Solid-gold professiona reputation,
but apparently an arrogant sort. Not likely to give asecond-rater like
Stevensthetime of day, under ordinary circumstances.”

"I didn't know that!" Deming blurted, surprised into smplicity. Felders
gmiled a him.

Cavanaugh considered. It was a collection of circumstances, not realy
acase. Deming was hoping it would become something more because
he wanted it to be more. So did Cavanaugh. Hewastired of field
surveillance. He wanted a case.

And thiswas the sort of "case" held have to start with. Evenif it wasn't
pleasant to be on the same level as Deming. Cavanaugh was aready
darting late. In afew months heid turn thirty.

But he was-or would be-a good agent. He knew it. He knew what
investigations took: a certain graceless, dogged persi stence. Cavanaugh
also knew that he possessed this quaity because Marcy, his
soon-to-be-formally-ex-wife, had told him so. Often.

"Jeremy, how interested is Justice in pursuing this?' Felders asked.

Deming looked Felders directly in the eye. "I have authorization to be
here. Obvioudy."

Which told Cavanaugh nothing. Did Justice redly believe this offshoot
of the year's most spectacular RICO case could become important in
itsown right, or was Jugtice just tying up loose ends? Deming couldn't
tell him and Felders; Deming wouldn't know. But Duffy had approved
theinitial case report. Because the case wasredl, or asapolitical favor
to somebody? That was the kind of thing an agent almost never found
out.



Cavanaugh wanted this. He could taste how much he wanted it.

Felders amiled faintly. "Thank you, Jeremy. Agent Cavanaugh will take
on this matter. Thank you again for your cooperation on theinitia case

report.”

"Yourewelcome,” Deming said, not even redizing hewas being
parodied. God, Felders was good.

When the atorney had left, Felderslooked at Cavanaugh. "Well, it's
yours. Scurry on down to Disbursement and pick up your vouchers.
Y ou better go on up to Boston and talk to Benjamin Kozinski."

"Yes," Cavanaugh said. "I'll get alate afternoon flight. I've got alot of
paperwork | didn't get done before | |eft for Vegas.”

"This afternoon, good,” Felders said. "Don't want to be too much the
eager beaver. Then you'd haveto end up in law school.”

"Not funny.”

"Sureitis. | canjust seeyou, good old pessmistic Bob, complaining
that the court stenographer's machineis broken.”

"Marty-what do the Relatives want with a biotech company? That's
way off thelr usud gyle."

"To put it mildly. I have no ideawhat they want with Verico. That's
what you're going to find out.”

"Thanks, Marty. For the chance.”

The phone rang. Glad for this reprieve from gratitude, Felders seized it.
Helistened, and his smile faded.

"Right," Felders said, "okay," and hung up. He sat thinking deeply.
Cavanaugh didn't interrupt.

"Listen, Baob, you'll haveto leaveright away after dl. I'll have Carol call



for ticketswhile you're on the way to Dulles, and page you there. The
Stuation's changed.”

Cavanaugh waited.
"Benjamin Kozinski's dead.”

At the airport he headed straight for the gift shop, even before making
sure of histickets. There was abig rack of magazines, many more than
theusud Time and Playboy. He leafed through Scientific American:
nothing. Then through Science Update: nothing. Wasn't recombinant
DNA supposed to be a hot topic? Why wasn't anybody covering it?

Then he remembered that thiswas Tuesday; the Tuesday New York
Times included the Science Times section. He bought it, leafed
through. Hewasin luck. A big article on gene therapy, written for
scientific ignoramuses.

Next, the Quik Kopy. Usudly they had fax machines. Hed tried the
section fax, but of courseit hadn't been fixed yet. Quik Kopy, designed
to make money rather than spend it, kept their machines repaired.

"I'dliketo fax this," he said to the teenage clerk, whose hairdo was
wider than her shoulders.

Shesad doubtfully, "This?'

"Yes That."

"|sthisthe area code?’

"Yes. Itis That'swhy I didn't write down adifferent area code.”
"Only this one shet?'

"One shet," hesad. "Inspiration isstingy." She didn't look a him as
sheloaded it into the machine.

He'd written the note on the plane from Vegas, in purpleink on the



back of apaper airlines-food-tray liner:

The highways and fields and rivers below make lines. He addresses
the lines, salutes them, entreats them. He changes them. They
become straighter, sharper, more orderly: direction transposed
into virtue distance made grace.

But after all, sheisright. She has always been right. The altered
lines lack something. He concentrates on them, willing themto
deconverge and reassemble. Sowly, they do. They form a sparrow,
whose head touches a cool river, whose wings pal pate in questing
flight.

It is Euclid's sparrow, he thinks and realizes that such a bird
deserves a grander geometry.

The note whirred through the fax, on its Sationary way to Marcy's
office.

But it wasal he could think of to do. And maybeit would help. Maybe
Marcy would read it and recall how she had felt about him once, when
such notes had been aregular part of their life together. Maybe.

"Two dollars, gr," the girl said. Cavanaugh paid her, and went to pick
up histicketsfor Boston.

On the plane he unfolded the New York Times and read the article on
genetherapy. Heread it dowly, backtracking when he didn't
completely understand something, moving back and forth between the
text and ahdpful printed diagram.

Genetherapy didn't involve, ashe had first naively supposed, dtering
the genesin asick person's cells. The human body had too many cells
for that-about ten thousand hillion-and each cell had ahundred
thousand genes. Instead, gene therapy was aimed at diseasesin which
the body wasn't making enough of some protein, or wasn't making the
protein correctly, or wasn't making it at al. For diabetes, the proteins



that control insulin manufacture didn't work right. For adisease caled
severe combined immunodeficiency, SCIDS, the body wasn't
producing a protein called adenosine deaminase (ADA). Y ou had to
have that to fight off other illnesses.

Gene therapy apparently put new cedllsinto your body that could make
the missing proteins. These new cdlswere injected with ahypodermic
needle, just like some medicines. Onceinsde, the new cdls divided
and reproduced, aswdl asimmediately making whatever protein was
needed.

The hard part of gene therapy, Cavanaugh gathered, was making these
new cells. The scientists Sarted with avirus. They removed part of the
viruss own genes and subgtituted-"spliced in"-new genesthat would
direct the manufacture of the new protein. Part of the materid they
removed from the virus were the genes that would let the virus go on
making its own proteins, most of which only poisoned the human body.
Instead, the dtered viruses-caled "vectors'-could only act as ddlivery
vehiclesto get the desirable new genes spliced into the body's cells.

"A beverage, Sr?' theflight attendant asked.

"Coffee, please.” He wondered if coffee could be considered a vector
to get caffeineinto his cells. Probably not. He returned to the Times
atide.

So the vectors entered a patient's very cells, spliced the new genesright
inwith the person's old ones, and then the virus withered away. Every
time the cdll divided and reproduced, the new genes divided and
reproduced right dlong with it. And al the copies of the new genes kept
on making the missing protein, curing the disease.

Sort of, he thought, like frantically breeding terriersinsde an infested
barn. Pretty soon you didn't have any morerrats.

Sofar, it only worked for afew diseases, for which scientists had been
ableto figure out where the right genes were, how to splice them into



viruses, and whether the single protein they made would in fact cure the
problem. Information on al these matters, Cavanaugh gathered, was
il scarce. It was anew, experimental field, and by no meansasure
thing. There were enormous questions, enormous unsolved problems,
magjor setbacks occurring every day.

Uncertain at best.

Not, by itsdlf, alucrative or certain investment. Not yet. Maybe not
ever.

And not the kind of thing the Relatives got into. Or wasit? Therewasa
new generation coming to power now, whom their elderstended to
consider too Y uppie. More and more, the old men at the top imported
illegd-dien great-nephews and fourth cousinsfrom Sicily-"Zips'- who
gtill respected the old ways. And who didn't have American rap sheets
or fingerprintsin NCIC. The younger American-born wise guys
laughed at the Zips, with their pointy patent-leather shoes and jackets
worn over their shoulders. Was Verico abid for diversfication by
some college-educated, designer-suited hotshot of forty who felt frozen
out by the old men who till ran things? But it was still aweird choice
for atarget industry: too uncertain, too esoteric, too Sow.

Cavanaugh sipped his coffee and read the article again, trying to see
another angle, trying to discover what else this gene therapy could be
used for. To poison ahuman body? Y es, of course, but anybody who
wanted to do that could do it now, with considerably lesstrouble. Just
inject whatever toxins the proteins made, instead of injecting dtered
cdls. Or-smpler yet-just inject cyanide. There had to be something
dse

Hedidn't find it.

The seatbdt sign flashed on. Cavanaugh folded his newspaper and
prepared to land in Boston.

SX



BY thetime Cavanaugh reached the place Benjamin Kozinski had been
killed, the body was dready gone.

Cavanaugh had expected this. Kozinski had been killed in the parking
lot of an al-night Stop 'n Shop on Route 135, between Natick, where
helived, and Boston. His skull had been bashed in with ahammer.
He'd been killed at around 3:00 A.M. and the body dragged into some
brush, where it had readily been spotted at first light, around 5:30. It
was now past noon. The body was awaiting autopsy.

Cavanaugh learned dl this at the Natick Police Station from Lieutenant
Piperston, the detective assigned to the case, avery short, bald man
with intdligent gray eyes. He had afaint accent that Cavanaugh couldn't
place, adightly forma phrasing. He studied Cavanaugh carefully.

Cavanaugh looked older than he was; that would help. But he wasless
experienced a street police work than Piperston would assume.
Felders, the least tactful of mentors, had impressed on Cavanaugh that
cops scorned bumblers who didn't happen to be their own bumblers. If
you're going to fuck up, Felders said, at least don't fuck up right
after you meet somebody. Wait until later .

"If you don't mind my saying so, Agent Cavanaugh,” Piperston said,
"thisisnot the kind of case Justiceis usudly concerned with. A man
stopsfor cigarettes or whatever a a convenience store, somejunkie
knocks him on the head to sted hiswallet-thisis not the stuff of
organized crime.”

Cavanaugh ignored the invitation to provide information. "Wasit
cigarettes he'd stopped for? Did Kozinski smoke?"

"No." Piperston didn't seem put out by Cavanaugh's evasion. Good.
Hewasn't interested in aterritoria struggle. "We don't know what he
stopped for. He was killed before he went into the store.”

"Could | seetheinitia reports?"



"They aren't written yet," Piperston said, without undertones. He
seemed to lack the belligerence of many short men. "There hasn't yet
been time." He went on studying Cavanaugh, asif the sheer penetration
of hisgray gaze would cause Cavanaugh to leak information. Probably,

Cavanaugh thought, that worked for Piperston with alot of people. The
detective seemed good. That would help.

"When the reports are typed up, can | see them right away?'

"Certainly. Theident team collected evidence from al possible sources.
The ground, Kozinski's car, clothing, the hammer-"

"The perp left the hammer?!

"Yes. Hetook Kozinski's wallet, left his keys and loose change. Were
taking cagts of every tiretrack within two blocks. Likewise footprints,
athough that doesn't look helpful-the weather has been dry here.”

"Witnesses?"

"So far, none. Nobody saw it. The woman who found the body was
just stopping in for morning coffee on her way to her factory job, asshe
has apparently done every day for fifteen years. She parked her car in
the lot behind the store, next to Kozinski's Corvette. Everybody else
stopping between 3:00 A.M. and 5:30 wasjust after cigarettes or beer
and they just l€ft their cars running out front while they dashed in.”

Cavanaugh said, "Kozinski drove a Corvette? What color?'

"Red."

"Pretty flashy for aresearch scientist.”

"It does seem an unusua choice," Piperston said, without expression.
"What was an important scientist doing on theroad at 3:00 A.M.?"

"Apparently he often went into the lab to work at night. Although' not



usualy so late. HEd had anasty fight with hiswife, ssormed out of the
house."

"Y ou talked to her? Y ou, personaly?'
"Yes" Pipergon sad. "Would you like some coffee?"

"Thanks," Cavanaugh said. He watched Piperston pour coffee-from a
fully functiona Braun coffeemaker-into athick white mug. Actudly,
he'd been surprised not to be offered coffee as soon asthe
introductions were over. Evidently Piperston held back this courtesy
until hewas sure he felt like offering it. Cavanaugh must have passed
somekind of test.

The coffee was properly hot. Cavanaugh sipped it and immediately felt
more confident. "What did Mrs. Kozinski say the fight was about?'

"Another woman. Sheld gone through her husband's fileswhile he vas
out of town interviewing for another job. Apparently he made the
decisonto interview in the other city without even consulting her, and
she was angry enough to force a showdown on some long-standing hot
topics. Shefound credit card recelpts for motels, expensive lunches,
flowers. The recei pts were locked up, but she took ahammer to hisfile
cabinets”

Another hammer.
"Not atemperate woman," Cavanaugh observed.

"Doesn't seem to be. Although,” Piperston added, "it's maybe not afair
timeto judge. She was shocked and hysterica about his death.”

Cavanaugh's respect for Piperston's judgment rose. He asked quietly,
"IsMrs. Kozinski asuspect?’

"Formally? Of course.”

"But not serioudy? Despite the hammer? Does she have an dibi?’



"No," Piperston said. "She could have followed him, | suppose. We're
checking her car and clothing. But no, she's not a serious suspect at this
time"

Theway he said it, Cavanaugh knew it was an intuitive call on
Piperston's part, and that Piperston trusted his own intuition. He said
only, "Isthere anything dse | should know before| talk to her?"

Piperston didn't answer right away. He poured himsdlf another mug of
coffee and gestured toward Cavanaugh's mug. Cavanaugh shook his
head. Piperston seemed to be consdering whether he should say
something in particular. Cavanaugh saw the moment he made his
decison. "Areyou Cathaolic, Agent Cavanaugh?'

The question surprised Cavanaugh. He shook his head. "Not much of
anything, | guess™

"Like most people. Well, Judy Kozinski is. Or at least, shewasraised
one. In fact, her father isanoted lay scholar, the author of an important
book on seventeenth-century heresy. I've followed his career very
closdly. Judy Kozinski would have had a particular kind of Irish
Catholic middle-class girlhood: shdltered childhood, Catholic schools
and colleges, intense idealism, orderly educated lives. | don't know
what she believes now, but | do know that girlswho grow up like that
develop astrong sense of mora order. Usudly they don't even know
they haveit. But they hold deep, hidden, fierce ideas about how the
world is supposed to operate for people who play by the rules. When
they find out it doesn't dwayswork that way, they can go wild."

Cavanaugh didn't understand. "Areyou saying," he said carefully, "that
discovering her husband'sinfidelities may have made Mrs. Kozinski go
wild enough to kill him?*

"No," Piperston said, and Cavanaugh saw that hed made amistake.
Piperston had expected him to understand and Cavanaugh hadn't, and
now Cavanaugh had falen anotch in Piperston's estimation. "'I'm not
saying that at al. I'm saying that Judy Kozinski has had aterrible shock



to her good-Catholic-girl view of the way the world works. It will
affect her. | don't know why Justiceisinterested in this case, but if
you're going to be watching Judy Kozinski, you should be aware of
this"

Cavanaugh finished his coffee, thinking. Piperston went on leaning
againg thefront of hisdesk, neither offering more information nor

sgnding tha the interview was over. Hisintdligent gray eyesgave
away nothing. Cavanaugh decided to take arisk.

"Areyou Catholic, detective?

"I'm Lithuanian,”" Piperston said, which told Cavanaugh nothing.
However, he had the uneasy fedling it was supposed to tell him
something and he was just missing it, so hedidn't reply.

Therest of theinterview waslogistics. Cavanaugh arranged to have
Piperston fax theinitia reportsto the loca FBI office. Piperston agreed
to not open Kozinski's file cabinets, brought in as evidence, until
tomorrow, when Cavanaugh could be present. Then he drove to the
Stop 'n Shop where Kozinski had been killed.

Theident team was il there, with local uniforms keeping away
gawkers. An unhappy-looking couple who Cavanaugh guessed were
the franchise owners sat at awesathered picnic table out front. They
kept glancing at the CLOSED sign on the door.

Cavanaugh introduced himsdlf and took along look around. Therewas
absolutely nothing to see. Bushes, asphalt, poorly maintained frame
building, outline where the body had lain. Body, car, murder wegpon,
and everything else of remote interest had already been removed. The
measuring was al finished, but the ident team was il taking blood and
soil and leaf samplesfrom every conceivable place, labeling everything
carefully, hoping some of the blood or fibers or hair belonged to
somebody € se besides the victim. Cavanaugh aready doubted that.

He'd analyzed dozens of reports of murder sites during histwo years



with Intelligence. Most had been the killing of somebody connected to
the Relatives, probably by somebody el se connected to the Relatives.
Thiswas different. Thiswas the killing of somebody who did not count
murder among hisdaily possihilities, who did not spend hislife glancing
over hisshoulder or ditting in restaurants with hisback to thewal. In
Ben Kozinski's world, people assaulted ideas, not skulls.

He wondered what the scientist's last thoughts had been.

On theway back to Natick, Cavanaugh passed asmall plazawith a
bookstore. He stopped, turned around, drove back. The store stocked
mostly best-sellers and diet books, but in the back was asmall
reference section. He found a two-volume desk encyclopediaand
looked up "Lithuania" Thethird paragraph stated, "The mgority of
Lithuanians are Roman Catholics." The copyright date was 1983.

"Did you want to buy that, Sr?" aclerk asked brightly.
"No," Cavanaugh said, and put the encyclopediaback on the shelf.

He had an encyclopediaat home, bigger and newer than that one.
Cavanaugh was offended by this dated reference work's fill being for
sde. Information, like machinery, should be kept in shape.

Back on the highway he considered carefully the information Piper-ston
had given him, taking the words gpart, examining each, theway he
would a defective coffegpot. Religion had never mattered much to
Cavanaugh. He didn't see why it should matter here. " Catholic mora
order,” whatever that was, didn't stop the Relatives from doing much of
anything. And Irish Cathalic paliticsright herein Boston didn't show
much history of expecting the world to work in an orderly way, not
without considerable unsavory behind-the-scenes oiling. Of course,
Piperston had been careful to confine hisremarksto "a particular kind
of Irish Cathalic girlhood." How would Piperston, aLithuanian mae,
know? And what kind of Lithuanian name was "Piperston,” anyway?

Stll, there was something solid about the small detective. Cavanaugh



carefully separated Piperston'sinformation from Piperston's
speculation, and filed each in a separate place in hismind.

Then he drove into the driveway of the woman who had attacked her
hushband's filing cabinets with a hammer, hours before the husband
himsdlf was attacked with another hammer. But who, Piperston
ingsted, was not a serious suspect.

Cavanaugh hoped Piperston was right. Hed just as soon hope that this
lead to Verico wasn't araving, maniacaly jed ous amateur murderer.

The house was nice but modest, a Georgian in adightly shabby
neighborhood. Kozinski gpparently spent his money on other things
besidesred edtate. Bright flowers bordered the walk. Cavanaugh didn't
know much about flowers, athough he could recognize marigolds and
pan-sies, but he was struck by the colors. All orange and yellow.
Somebody had chosen the plantsfor their colors, and the colorsfor
their flashiness

The door was opened by a heavyset woman who had been crying. She
looked too old to be married to Kozinski, who'd only been forty-three.
Cavanaugh decided she was either Kozinski's mother or hiswifée's
moather.

"Hello, maam. I'm Robert Cavanaugh, investigating the desth of
Benjamin Kozinski." He flashed his badge, but as he'd hoped, she
didn't look closdly at it. Hed rather pick thetimeto tel Mrs. Kozinski
he was afederd agent.

The older woman frowned. "But a detective was dready . . . oh, all
right. But try not to repeat any questions you don't absolutely haveto.
She's understandably upset.”

A teacher, Cavanaugh guessed. Elementary or junior high. It wasinthe
way sheissued orders: firm but exaggeratedly reasonable. Asif it were
important to not only secure compliance but also demondtrate the
virtues of reasonableness.



Hefollowed her through aliving room furnished with along row of
bookshed ves, houseplantsin hand-thrown pots, furniture with clean
lines, wooden animal s that |ooked like they'd been carved in more
primitive countries. A sixtyish man sat on the sofareading abook. To
his right opened ahalway lined with doors, more bookshelves set
between the doors. The only open door led to the bathroom.

"Judy?' The woman rapped on the door. "May we comein, dear?
There's another police officer to see you." Cavanaugh heard no answer,
but the mother opened the door.

He had braced himsdlf for tears and hysteria. But Mrs. Kozinski sat
quietly on asmal sofaagaing the near wal of ahome office. A
handsome desk, teak or mahogany, and a huge brown leather chair
dominated the room, taking up two-thirds of the floor space. Jammed
into the rest was the sofa, some pine bookshelves, and acomputer
table. Two rectangles of squashed-down carpet showed wherefile
cabinets had recently been removed.

Judy Kozinski, like her mother, was short and overweight. She had
smooth dark hair cut in ashort cap, hazd eyes, and asmall upturned
nose. Her eyes were red and swollen. She wore jeans, an oversized
T-shirt, and an incongruous gold pendant shaped into two spirals set
with colored stones.

There was no second chair, and Cavanaugh didn't like to pull
Kozin-ski's huge leather chair around the desk. He st at the far end of
the sofa.

"I'm Robert Cavanaugh, Mrs. Kozinski. | know thisisabad time for
you, but I'd just like-"

"No other timewould be any better.”

He thought about that and decided she was probably right. No time
was going to be good for her for quite awhile. "Can you tell me what
happened? | know you already told Detective Piperston, but in case



something was-"

"l was angry with Ben," sherecited. Her voice was soft, muffled, and
inert, like something dead wrapped in layers of cotton. Cavanaugh had
the impression that just now she would do whatever shewastold, and
the further impression that this docility wouldn't last. Thiswasthe eye of
the emotiond storm.

"l was angry with Ben because held agreed to interview with an
out-of-town Biotech firm without even tdling me. He-"

"And that firmwas..." Cavanaugh prompted.
"Verico. In Elizabeth, New Jersey."
"How did your husband learn about the position at Verico?"

"He was approached by their acting head whilewe were at a
microbiology conferencein LasVegas. Heflew right to Newark from
Vegas, after staying away from our hotel room dl night. | think he was
with awomean.”

Her tone remained calm and muffled. Cavanaugh saw what thiswas
going to cost her once that false cam passed, and he was shamefully
glad that he wasn't going to be herewhen it did. He said gently, "And
was he? With awoman?”'

"l don't know. | never found out, at least not about that particular night.
But after | flew home | went through hisfiles and found out he'd been
having an affair with his colleague and chief research assstant, Dr.
Caroline Lampert. For at least two years, which isaslong as Ben kept
charge card records.”

"And 0 you-"

"Atleast two years," Mrs. Kozinski said quietly. She picked up asofa
pillow and crushed it againgt her. "And | never suspected. Not
Caroline



"And so then you-"
"Sheian't even pretty.”

Hewaited. Her face stayed cam,; al the upheava s were going on far
below the surface. It was eerie to watch. He began, dimly, to see what
Piperston had meant. Thiswoman was profoundly shaken by more
than just anger over an infiddity. Something in the tectonic plates of her
personal ground had shifted.

"When Ben got home, | showed him the MasterCard receipts, the
romantic cards shed sent him, all of it. He couldn't deny it. He didn't
try. Infact, hedidn't even redlly listen to me. That's how unimportant
thiswasto him."

Cavanaugh found he'd backed away from her, even though he was il
Sitting down. The sofaarm pressed hard into hisside.

"He had just blown my lifeto bits, and he couldn't even take timeto
discussit. He didn't even think it was worth getting angry about, and
Ben dways got angry when you criticized him. Always. It wasthe only
thing that had dowed down his professiona career: He got angry when
you criticized him. Or sometimes even if you disagreed with him. His
superiorsdidn't like that. His colleagues didnt, either.”

She put down the sofa pillow, placing it carefully and precisdly onthe
floor, asif it were abomb that might go off. Her voice became even
softer, more muffled.

"All hewould say was, 'Judy, I've been through alot in the last two
days, | can't discussthisnow.' Just that, over and over. Without getting
angry. ‘Judy, I've been through alot in the last two days, | can't discuss
thisnow.™

Shefdl slent. Cavanaugh said, "And you went on trying to discussit..."

"l went on crying and ydlling and pleading,” shesaid camly. "l wasa



crazy woman. | wasn't sane. Findly Ben left the house. He didn't even
yd| back. It just didn't matter enough to him."

Cavanaugh doubted that. He suspected that Kozinski had had
something else on hismind, something so overwheming that any
domestic problem would take second place. But Cavanaugh didn't
interrupt her.

"He went out to the garage and opened the door and started his
Corvette and drove away. Here, comelook at this."

She rose from the sofa and walked to a bookshelf. Cavanaugh was
surprised at how small she was, no more than five-two. Seated, her
weight had given her amore subgtantial fed. She returned with amap
of Greater Boston.

"See? This was the route Ben took. It was marked in red Magic
Marker: local roadsto Route 135, 135 for severa miles. The marker
ended at the Stop 'n Shop. Hislab was here, in Cambridge. Hislast
wordsto mewere, '| can't tand any more. I'm going to thelab.’ But he
wasn't driving to Whitehead. Not by thisroute.”

Cavanaugh leaned over to study the map. She wasright. Past
Widles-ley, Route 135 turned southeast, toward Boston but away from
Cambridge.

"Ben was going somewhere else. Here, right by thisintersectionin
Needham, iswhere Caroline Lampert lives. That's on the route he was
taking. He was going to her house."

Cavanaugh studied the map. "Did you tdll Lieutenant Piperston this?'
He spoke as gently as he could. Her quiet despair was starting to affect
him. The dead man's study felt stifling, even though the house was
ar-conditioned.

"No. | just figured it out about ahalf an hour ago. 'l can't stand any
more. I'm going to the lab." But he wasn't. When he couldn't stland me



anymore, he went to her.”

Cavanaugh stood. It was damost involuntary; suddenly hewason his
feet. That bothered him, because he didn't like hisbody to do
involuntary things. But she was going to erupt any minute now, and he
didn't see anything to be gained by being here when she did. Just one
more question.

"Mrs. Kozinsi, do you have any ideawho might have wanted to kill
your hushand? | know hiswallet was taken, but on the outside chance
it wasn't asmple robbery, do you know of anybody who might have
hed areason to kill him?’

She looked up a him. Her hazel eyeswere so clear and guilelessthat
for asecond Cavanaugh had the awful feding he was tumbling into
them. He couldn't imagine aworse fate. She said, "Only me.”

Hewas startled. Suspects never said that. Inevitably, they became
indignant that they were suspectsat dl.

"Only me," she repeated, and now her voice was completely, dmost
preternaturally clear, each word carefully enunciated. "But | didnt. |
couldn't have, because despite everything, | till loved him. Despite

eveything."

And Cavanaugh believed her.

He got out of there asfast as he could, before the storm broke.
SEVEN

WENDELL Botts moved the dollhouse from the floor of hismotel
gpartment to the coffee table. But up there it made the Fisher Price
bulldozer look too small. He put the dollhouse back on the floor. When
he moved it the second time, severa pieces of miniature plastic furniture
fell over. Wenddl bit back his curse, lifted the dollhouse to the coffee
table, and glanced at hiswatch. 1:56. They'd be herein four minutes.



He got down on the rug and reached inside the dollhouse, carefully
righting the furniture. There was a green sofa of molded plagtic, two
blue chairs, and a blue coffee table. In the kitchen was ayellow molded
table with four chairs, and in each of the two upstairs bedrooms a pink
bed, purple dresser, and blue nightstand. The rest of the furniture was
just painted on the cardboard walls. stove and fireplace and
bookshelves and a grandfather clock. But the rugsin each room were
redl: bits of cloth Wendell had cut to fit. They hadn't comewith the
house. Neither had the doll family, which held had to go to three
different soresto find. Wendd| eyed them doubtfully. The mother and
father dollswere haf aninch too long for their plastic beds. Would
Penny mind?

He was surer about the bulldozer. Strong bright plastic, and the bucket
redly lifted when you turned the shiny black steering whedl. The rubber
tires went around, and the wooden peg-shaped driver smiled eternaly
at hisloads of dirt. Wenddl hed filled ashalow box from the grocery
store with sand and st it beside the coffee table. He'd even added
some stones held found in the motel driveway. Davey could bulldozeto
his heart's content.

Time: 1:50.

Should he have gotten chocol ate cookiesinstead of peanut butter?
David liked chocolate. But sometimesit gave Penny hives.

At 2:00 aknock sounded. Wendell, who'd been expecting it, jumped
asif he'dd been shot.

They camein dowly, David carried in the socid worker'sarms, Penny
clinging to the hem of the woman's skirt. Despite himsdf, Wendell
glanced out the door before he closed it. No one else waited in the car.

Hed bet that Saralinda hated the idea of the court-ordered social
worker asmuch ashedid, but for different reasons. "Unclean.”

"David had alittle nap in the car,” Mrs. Weiss said, "so we might bea



bit grumpy for afew minutes.”

A few minutes. But al he had with them wastwo hours. . . . Couldn't
the damn woman have kept David awake in the car? Wendedll fought
down his scowl. His pams were damp.

"Oh, that's dl right. Cometo Daddy, Davey boy ..."

David buried his head in Mrs. Weisss shoulder. He wore red rompers
and tiny red snegkers. At least there were no Cson his clothing.

"Penny, honey, come seewhat | got you! A dollhouse!”

Penny looked at him without smiling. She wore a blue dress, and her
brown hair, the same color as Saralindas, wastied up in two ponytails
high on her head. Wendéll's heart pulled sideways. How much did she
remember about him, about that awful night hed been sodrunk and . . .
Hewas careful not to touch her. Let her get used to him first. Oh, God,
if sheremembered . . . Hed give anything to live that night over, make
it come out different. Anything. Just that onenight. . . .

Penny stared at the dollhouse, her hand il clutching Mrs. Weisss
skirt. She was four, wasn't that too old to hang onto strangers like that?
If only the damn woman would go, give him achance with hisown
kids. . ..

"lan't that dollhouse pretty,” Mrs. Weisssaid. "'l especidly likethe
grandfather clock in theliving room.”

Penny glanced at her doubtfully, then moved closer to peer into the
living room at the clock painted on the back wall. How, Wenddll
wondered, had the woman even known it was there?

"A clock keepstime, Penny," he said. God, he was an idiot. She knew
that. Didn't she? What did afour-year-old know?

Penny said, "It saysthree o'clock.”



Wendell was so grateful he amost cried. Sheld said something. Sheld

said something about his clock. Quickly he knelt beside her and thrust
an arm into the dollhouse. "' See, there's a bookshelf, and a stove, and

see, you can move the beds around anywhere you want. ..."

"I don't want to move beds," Penny said. She stared at Wenddll with
flat eyes.

"Wdll, then, wewon't! Well just leave the beds where they are, Penny,
honey!"

Shedidn't answer.

Hefdt the emptiness start, the cold terrible emptiness. A mistake. The
dollhouse was afucking mistake, like everything e sein hislife, every
other worthless thing held ever touched. . . . He wanted to smash the
fucking thing. Rip up the cardboard, mangle the cheap plastic furniture
in hisbare hands.

"Truck," David said. "Minetruck."

He pointed at the bulldozer. Wendell |egped up from the floor. He
brushed the dollhouse and it shuddered. "That'sright, Davey! That's
your truck, Daddy got that truck for you! Come to Daddy and well
make the truck go vroom vroom vroom-"

He reached for David. The two-year-old let go of Mrs. Weiss and
went into hisfather'sarms. Something sweet and warm flooded
Wendédll, and he turned so the social worker couldn't see hiseyes.

He sat on the floor with David. " See, the truck can go, you pushiit like
this, vroom vroom ..."

"Vroom vroom," David said.
"And thisgoes up and down . . . what's that for, Davey boy?"
David looked a him doubtfully.



"It digd It digsinthedirt! See, we have dirt right over here.”

Wendd| vroomed the bulldozer to the box of sand. David followed.
Wendell showed him how to work the bucket to scoop sand and
sones.

"Daviddoit! David doit!"
"Y ou're the best bulldozer driver in the county, Davey! Y ou're the man!"

The child made the bulldozer go up and down. Hiswholerosy face
shone. He laughed when the sand dumped outside the box onto the
worn motel carpet.

Wendell glanced over a Penny. She wasrighting al the dollhouse
furniture he had knocked over when he jumped up. Her thin face

between the bobbing ponytails was serious, intent on getting each
plastic chair directly under the wobbly yellow table.

Wendell squeezed his eyes shut. Before he knew it, the prayer was out.
Thank you, . Cadoc.

After they left, Wenddll sat on the floor, his back againgt the bed frame.
Something meta pressed into his back, but he didn't move.

Two hours. Two fucking hours, and they were gone.

"That which is crooked cannot be made straight: and that which is
wanting cannot be numbered.”

Ecclesastes some-fucking-number. One of Sardinda's favorites-she
sadit dl thetime. Theworst thing about having been a Soldier was dl
the bits of Bible verse you couldn't get out of your head. They stuck
like glue. Gummed up your thinking.

Just two fucking tiny hours.

Hewanted adrink. He couldn't get up off the floor, and he wanted a



drink. They were hiskids, weren't they? Nobody should be ableto
take away hiskids like that. He was sorry for what he'd done, hed
paid for it. Twice-by doing time, and by losing Saralinda. Hed paid,
and they should at least give him hisown kidsfor longer than two
hours. What was he, some fucking child molester? Some murderer?
He'd made mistakes, and he was sorry, and he wasn't making those
mistakes anymore. He was trying. Even that bitch Mrs. Weiss, who
wouldn't leave him alone with his own kids, had admitted he'd been
trying. "Thiswas abig improvement over last time, Mr. Botts"

A big improvement. Like she had the right to judge him. Hewasa
good father now, he cared about Penny and David, and he had aright
to be with them. They were his. Blood of his blood, bone of his bone.

David had taken the bulldozer home.
Penny had findly let him put the dollsto deep in the plagtic beds.
Hewanted adrink.

To distract himsdlf, he edged across the floor and turned onthe TV.
Four o'clock on Sunday afternoon, maybe there was pre-season
footbal. But al he found were reruns of black-and-white movies, and a
show with some guy explaining how to replace drywall.

But then he came across a news show. Wendell edged back to the bed
and settled againgt adifferent spot, where no meta pressed into his
spine. Somebody was interviewing awoman senator. The senator wore
ared suit with alittle gold scarf at the neck. Wenddl snorted. You
didn't see men senators strutting around wearing red and gold. They
knew what was respectful for the United States Senate. " Suffer not a
woman to teach, nor to have authority over aman.” Paul. Oh, yeah,
Wendell remembered that one. Too bad he hadn't recited it to Mrs.
Wess

"And just what isit that disturbs you, Senator Doan, about the
Supreme Court decison?’



The cameraclosed in on the senator. Wenddl snorted again. God, he
wanted adrink!

"If we dlow public-funded ingtitutions, such as schools, to be dictated
to by religious groups, then we break down that important separation
between Church and State. The founding fathers deemed that
Separation important because-"

Same old blather. Wenddll considered turning it off, but he wastoo
tired to move again. Kidswore you out. No, it wasn't that, it was that
he hadn't dept very well last night. Too nervous about today. And last
night'sA.A. mesting, that old fart spinning on and on about how he
couldn't have turned hislife around without the hel p of aHigher Power.
... That wastheworst of A.A. All thetalk about aHigher Power. If
those guys saw what a Higher Power did in the Divine Covenant camp,
taking aman'skids away from him and turning hiswife againg him just
because he no longer believed a dead saint got raised athousand years
later just S0 he could die again to fulfill aholy covenant. ... It wasthe
Divine Covenant that was dl to blame here. If it wasn't for them,
Saralindawould come back to him. She didn't have the gutsto hold out
againg him dl by hersdlf. She would come back, and Wendell would
have hiskidsdl thetime, the way afather should, not just two hours
every other Sunday with afucking socid worker there watching every
minute. It was the Covenant'sfaullt.

"-disturbed by the continued seepage into public life of religious beliefs
that encourage intolerance of others. Thosethat believetheirsisthe
only true way to worship are certainly entitled to believe that, but not to
impose, however subtly-"

What the hell did she know about intolerance, in her red suit and stupid
gold scarf? Intolerance was not being alowed to be a daddy to your
kids, because-unlike afucking saint-you once made amistake. And he
would never have hit Penny if he hadn't been drinking so hard, and he
would never have been drinking so hard if the Divine Covenant hadn't
been driving him crazy with their rules and their Bible verses and their



animd sacrificesto wash away the sns of the believers.

"-certain that the mgority of religious believersrecognize thedividing
line between Church and State. But those who do not, or will not, put
usdl at risk of-"

Risk. That bitch didn't know what risk was. He, Wendell Botts-he'd
taken more risks than any lady senator could ever dream of. Hed
risked hisfucking sanity in the Divine Covenant camp, and held beaten
the odds and come out sane and sober.

But Penny and David were il in there. Instead of with their daddy.

Theinterview ended, and the news show jumped to afirein some
Texasailfidd. Wenddl punched off the TV.

He had postcards. He'd bought them in prison, to send the kids when
he found it too hard to fill up awhole letter with writing. The postcards
had pictures of zoo animals on one side and room for the address on
haf of the other sde, which only left haf asideto think up thingsto
say. Well, what had been good enough for Penny and David was good
enough for lady senator Jill Doan. He picked a postcard with agiraffe
edting leaves off atall tree.

Dear Senator Doan, | saw you on TV talking about the danger of
religion to the USof A. You don't know half the story. There'sa
Soldiers of the Divine Covenant camp in Cadillac, New York. It
practices animal sacrifice. | think it practices human sacrifice too.
Congress should look at that because there are kidsin there
including mine. This sacrifice istrue eventho | can't proveit.

Heran out of room. There was just enough space at the bottom to
queezein hisname. Did hewant to Sgn it?

No. The whole fucking government was tied together by computers.
The senator might tell the people who controlled child custody, and
who knew what they would do? They might take away histwo



Sundays a month with Penny and David. Better not let his name get into
anybody's computer.

In the remaining space he printed, in capitd letters, YET. | can't prove
it YET.

The postcard made him fed better. He was doing something, not just
sitting around on his asswaiting for that bitch of asocia worker to
report that he'd been agood boy. He was ataxpayer, he was avoter,
he would damn well get the government on his side for achange,
investigating what went on at the Covenant camp. In fact, hehad alot
of postcards. Hed just write to the president. His congressman. The
FBI. The attorney generd. Why not? It might help. And it would give
him something to do tofill in thetime until he could go to the A.A.
mesting at 7:00.

He chose a postcard of an eephant squirting water from itstrunk. Dear
Mr. President.

EIGHT

M H E pendant was heavy, heavier than it looked. Even the chain was
heavy, thick gold linksthat had felt pleasantly substantial around her
neck. At the bottom of the chain the double helix hung gravid: two
intertwined strands of weighty gold, one set with tiny sgpphires and the
other with tiny rubies.

Judy Kozinski, fully dressed, sat on her bed and stared at the pendant
dangling from her fingers. She had been sitting in the same position for
twenty minutes. It was four o'clock in the morning.

"What isit?" her mother had said.

"A double helix. A wedding present from Ben. He just gave it to

"What's a double helix?"



Inthe haf-light from the hallway the gold pendant gleamed dully. The
bedspread on the wide, king-sized bed was undisturbed. She hadn't
been to deep, hadn't even been ableto lie flat. On the Queen Anne
chest with the elaborately carved legslay Ben's hairbrush, deodorant,
cologne. Held liked elaborate furniture. He thought it looked rich. It
had taken careful managing for Judy to keep up with the credit-card
payments.

"What's a double helix?"

"Oh, Mother, everybody knows what a double helix is! The shape
genetic material hasin your cells!”

"For a wedding present? "

The diding door to the closet stood open. In the cave-like gloom Judy
could just make out the shape of Ben's suits. empty deevesand
dangling pants, 40 long. Earlier shedd gone through all the pockets. The
shoeswere lined up underneath, wing tips and Docksiders and Gucci
loafers. She couldn't actudly see them, but she knew they were there.

There had been nothing in any of Ben's pockets. Not so much asa
forgotten scrap of paper.

The police had taken hisfile cabinets and the contents of his desk
drawers.

There was nothing between the pages of his books: not a picture, not
letters.

"For a wedding present?"
"I think it'sawonderful wedding present! Hesa scientidt, after al!"

"But, honey, you're not ascientist. You'reabride." Judy dipped off the
bed. Her foot had gone to deep and she stag-gered, caught herself by
grabbing abed post. Her legstrembled. She hadn't eaten anything for
two days.



Sowly she wobbled toward the door, avoiding the mirror. Two steps
creaked. Downgtairs, she put on her sneakers. The front door clicked
loudly behind her.

Outsdeit was ill fully dark, and cool. Dew clung to the grass. She
shivered, but didn't go back for a sweater. Her mother would hear, or
her father. Asit was, they'd probably hear the car start. The police had
returned Ben's Corvette. It sat in the driveway, while her Toyotaand
her parents Ford were in the garage. She didn't want to have to open
the garage door.

Thered leather felt cold under the worn seat of her jeans. It surprised
her, alittle. Ben had sat here every day, drove the car, pressed his
body into the leather. It should be warm from him. Something should
be warm from him. She was so cold.

The car legped forward at her first touch on the gas; she wasn't used to
power steering. Her hands shook on the steering whedl. She made
herself dow down, drive carefully, not get stopped. Shewasthree
blocks from home before she redlized that the pendant was till in her
right hand, dangling from the steering whed, dapping heavily againgt her
thigh.

"But, honey, you're not ascientist. You'reabride."

"So what should he give me? Some clicked heart? With an arrow in it?!

"Please don't be angry. | wasn't criticizing Ben's gift." She drove east on
Route 135 because it was the only route she knew. When she passed
the Stop 'n Shop, she turned her head away. The Corvette svung
sharply right, onto the shoulder. She yanked it back and got steady on
the road again and by that time the Stop 'n Shop was past. Her neck
prickled. There was a curioustightness around her skull, not exactly
physica pain, but the promise of pain.

At Needham she turned north off Route 135. It was getting light now,
thefirst pae gain in the eadt, not yet any identifiable color. She pulled



into the driveway of the townhouse complex and opened the car door.
Again her legsamost gave way. She leaned againgt the Corvette,
bresthing hard.

There were flowersin the front yard, close againgt the townhouse.

Y dlow marigolds, yelow chrysanthemums, orange trumpet lilieson tall
gaks. Judy stared at the flowers until they blurred into one bright
Inear.

Sheleaned on the doorbell hard enough to hurt her finger.

It took along timefor Caroline Lampert to come to the door. When
shedid, her eyeswidened.

Judy said, without preamble, "Did my husband plant those flowers with
you?"

"Y ou heard me. Those are the colors my husband aways planted. Did
he plant those flowers with you? Becauseif hedid ..."

Something surfaced in Caroline's eyes, raw and painful. She stood a
foot tdler than Judy, dim but with no curves, like arangy boy. She
wore afaded green terrycloth bathrobe. She said uncertainly, "Judy, it's
four-thirty inthemorning. ..."

"Not an gppropriate timeto call? But it was an appropriate timefor my
husband to vist you, wasn't it?"

Caroline put her hand over her eyes. Thetheatrica gesturefilled Judy
with contempt, and the contempt strengthened her legs so they didn't
tremble.

"Y ou thought | wouldn't suspect, didn't you? Plain reliable Caroline
Lampert, the perfect research assistant, dways there for any
drudge-work necessary, good old Judy would never suspect Caroline-"



"Dont," Caroline whispered.

"Don't what? Hewas my husband! And you know what, you were
right, | didn't suspect, not you, not Caroline, bringing her famous
dried-tomato pesto to parties and running lab columns late at night so
we could go away for the weekend and dways. . . how could you,
how could you-"

She was shouting. A light came on next door.
Caroline sobbed, "I loved him, too.”

"Love?" Judy screamed. " Love? Y ou cdl that love, snesking around to
fuck on lab tables, taking somebody €l se's husband-or isn't that
supposed to matter anymore? No, it's not, adultery is natural-now it's
no big deal-it's smart and sophisticated, but not for me! Do you hear
me, Caroline? Were not that kind of people, Ben and me, we believe
in more than that, we chose to be married-"

A light came on in the townhouse on the other side. Behind Judy acar
pulled into the driveway. Judy went on screaming, her fistisbaled a her
Sde, tears streaming down her face.

"We're different than that, do you hear me? Benand | believein
something, we believe in our marriage, it's not perfect but it'sreal and
then for some bitch likeyouto judt. . . what am | doing?’

Caroline sobbed hard, head in her hands. The belt of her robe had
loosened. Under it, her nightgown was faded flannel. A door opened,
dammed. Judy could barely see. Waves of blackness passed over her,
the worst kind of vertigo, like motion sickness that goes on and on
without the rdlief of vomiting. She reached for something to hold onto,
but the porch, just acovered stoop, had no posts. Her hand hit
Caraling's shoulder. A figure started across the driveway from the
townhouse next door.

"Judy," someone sad quietly.



"Caroline, do you need help?' amale voice asked.

"Go away," Caroline sobbed at Judy. "Just go away, leave me
done "

Clearly and cdmly, more clearly than she had said anything else, Judy
sad, "l don't do this."

"Just go away!"
"Miss, | don't know who you are, but | think you better leave-"

"l don't do this," Judy repested, in the same calm, clear voice. Inthe
cold air thewordsrang alittle. Her vision cleared. Shelooked at
Caroline, who had crumpled, sobbing, against astrangetall man.
Where had that man come from?"'1'm not the kind of person who does
this"

"Judy," avoice said behind her. She turned. Her father stood there, his
eyessad.

"Whoever you are," thetdl man said, "for God's sake, get this crazy
woman out of here. My neighbor's had enough shock areedy this
week. Her boss waskilled in arobbery, and now thigl™

Judy ignored the tall man. Sheignored her father, too. She went on
looking at Caroline, who was sobbing uncontrollably. More lights came
on down the row of townhouses.

"I'm sorry," Judy said quietly.
"N-n-no, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," Caroline sobbed.

Judy frowned. The words didn't make sense. She was the one who had
come here, who had cometo say . . . what? To accomplish what?
There had been something. . . . Suddenly her legs gave way and she
nearly staggered.



Her father put an arm around her. "Come on, baby."

She pulled away alittle, despite the trembling legs, to face him. "I don't
dothis"

"I know you don't, baby. Y ou're not yoursdlf just now. Come on with
rre.II

"I'm sorry," Judy said again to the sobbing Caroline. Thetal man
scowled at her. Judy let herself be led away.

On the front seat of her father's Ford, she started to shiver. He turned
up the hest, but it didn't help. She was shivering down to her bones,
down to her marrow. Her fingerswerelikeice. Only theicewasin
them, was something she was holding, something cold and solid. A
double helix on achain.

"Please don't be angry. | wasn't criticizing Ben's gift."
"Then what the hell were you doing, Mother? "

"I was just wishing he'd chosen something related to you instead
of to himself. That's all.”

"That'sal,” Judy said. Her father glanced over at her. They were pulling
into the driveway of her and Ben's house in Natick. How had they got
there? She couldn't remember the drive home. Where was Ben's
Corvette? Did the police fill haveit?

Her father'slips moved. He was praying, she suddenly knew. For her.
"Daddy-"

"What isit, baby?"

She couldn't spesk.



"Daddy, | don't think I'm all the way sane right now."

He parked the car, got out. When she didn't move he went over to her
side, opened the door, and lifted her to her feet. His body waswarm.
She clung to him, hisold wool shirt scratching her cheek.

"I think," he said gently, "that you should cometo Troy to stay with
your mother and me. Just for afew weeks, baby. Until you're yoursdlf

agan."

Judy didn't answer. Shejust clung to his shirt, and felt her hair stir on
her forehead where hislips moved in silent prayer for her. Shedidn't
know if she wanted to go to Troy or not. She didn't know anything.
Ben was dead, and held been unfaithful to her, and sheloved him so
much she was going to die, except that death only came when you
didn't want it, not when you did. She knew that now. A light went onin
the house, and her father led her inside, gently, asif shewould break,
Ben'sdouble hdix clutched in her hand, heavy and cold.

NINE

JN his Washington apartment, Cavanaugh woke with acold. His head
ached, his nosefelt stuffy, and histhroat closed even before there was
anything for it to close around.

"Shit," hesaid doud, giving histhroat a syllable to strangle. Of dl minor
diseases, he hated a cold theworst. Y ou weren't sick enough to stay in
bed and you weren't well enough to do afull day'swork. Y ou ended
up sniffling your way through apallid imitation of work, just ancther
mafunctioning machine. It wasinefficient. It wasawaste of the
taxpayer's money. It was an indignity that it happened to him.

"Y ou're mortal, too," Marcy useto say to him, not jokingly. "Just like
therest of us, Robert. Evenif you actualy think you might die for our
ans”

"Not yours," hed dways answvered patiently. The patience hadn't



helped.

Well, hewasn't going to give in to astupid cold. He dragged himsdlf
into the bathroom, coughing and sneezing. He showered and tried to
shave. His dectric shaver buzzed, gave a sharp burst of static, and
stopped working.

Cavanaugh stared at it baefully. This one was only two years and four
months. He had the warranty, knew exactly whereit wasin his
warranty-and-ingtructions drawer. Thistime he was following through:
writing the company, demanding arefund, |etting them know just how
shoddy their product was. It was adisgrace. The entire manufacturing
sector wasfaling apart.

Standing at the mirror in his underwear, coughing and hacking, he
began shaving with a Gillette disposable. Which was damn well what
he'd be using from now on. The phone rang. Felders, most likely.
Mentoring had its price-the man was a one-person darm-clock
company. Cavanaugh walked back to the bedroom, haf hisface
covered with foam, and picked up the phone.

"Hdlo?'
"Robert?Y ou sound terrible.”

Marcy. Abruptly Cavanaugh sat down on the edge of the bed. "'l just
haveacold."

"Sounds more like double pneumonia. Have you seen adoctor?!

"Not yet." Marcy believed in doctors. Cavanaugh did, too, in theory,
but he never visted one. "But | will, if you recommend it."

"Sure you will. Since when do you listen to anything | recommend?
Robert, I'm calling about these notes.”

"The notes," he got out, and covered the receiver to sneeze. Hed faxed
her three more in the past week, the last one just last night. It had been



adrawing of avoluptuous, scantily clad Marcy arranging arabbit on
her head, with the caption MARCIA CHANGESHER HARE STYLE.

"The notes. Robert, please stop.”
"Yes, why?"

"Y ou're the only man | know who would ask that. Anybody e se would
know why. Because were divorced. Because | no longer love you.
Becauseit's painful to receive notesin the same styleaswhen | did love
you. And becauseit's embarrassing for the office fax to publicly receive
apicture of the VP for Marketing dressed in abikini and wearing a
rabbit on her head.”

"Why do you no longer love me?' Cavanaugh asked. His heed felt like
soggy wooal.

"Mease, Robert, no dogged questioning today. No tracking down facts
to packagein neat efficient bundles. And no more notes."

Cavanaugh sneezed. Foam splattered over the floor. His eyes watered.
When he could see again, he said, "I won't fax any more notesto your
office”

Marcy's voice scaled upward. "Or anyplace else! No |etters, no faxes,
no E-mail! Give up! For onceinyour life, give up!™

"It's harder to do drawings with E-mail," Cavanaugh said, and hung up
on her before he promised anything e se. He could live with no faxesto
her office. That wasn't much.

Hetook the phone off the hook so she couldn't call back. Then he sat
on the edge of the bed staring at it, half-shaven and sneezing, for ten
minutes before he finished getting dressed.



"Ligten," Felders said, sticking his head around the corner of
Cavanaugh's cubicle, "you have atwo o'clock appointment with the
science advisor a NIH. Her nameisDr. Julia Garvey. She's finished
with Kozinsi'sfiles™

"Okay," Cavanaugh said. "Two o'clock.”
"Y ou sound terrible. Are you contagious?'
llYall

"Well, see adoctor. And don't breath on me." Felderss head
disappeared.

Cavanaugh went back to the papers stacked in orderly blocks on his
desk, preparing to read them again, just in case held missed something.
Although hedidn't think he had.

The first stack was from the Natick police. The autopsy showed that
Dr. Benjamin Kozinski had died of subdura hemorrhage following
three blows to the head with ahammer. Based on incompleterigor
mortis, somach contents, and insect activity at the time the body was
discovered, Kozinski had died between 3:00 A.M. and 4:00 A.M. The
desth was ruled ahomicide.

No surprise there.

Judging from the angle of the blows, the killer had been about five foot
ten. From the force of the blows, the killer was probably, athough not
conclusvely, mae.

Not short Judy Kozinski in ajealous rage. Not unless she stood on a
ladder in the middle of the Stop 'n Shop parking lot.

The crime-lab report stated that there were no fingerprints on the

murder wesgpon, and no prints except Kozinski'singde his Corvette. In
fact, there were no prints anywhere-not on any patch of ground, not on
the body, not on debrisin the bushes where the killer might have lurked



waiting for avictim. There were no footprints from shoes or bootsto
check againgt the computerized datafile. There was no foreign matter
under Kozinski's nails. Hair was found on his clothing-in fact, three
different strand types. But al werefemde. Fibersfound on Kozinski's
body and in the bushes were dl cotton denim, of akind used in clothing
sold everywhere, to everyone. Kozinski's wallet had not been
recovered. There were at present no leads and no suspects.

There were two possibilities, Cavanaugh thought. One was that
Kozinski had been killed by adeft or lucky amateur, or maybe a
semipro hired by ajedous girlfriend or outraged husband or unpaid
plumber or whatever. In which case the Bureau wasn't interested.
Piperston could solve the murder-or not solveit-and Cavanaugh was
out acase.

The other possibility wasthat Kozinski had been killed by a
professiona belonging to, or hired by, the Relatives. If o, thewallet
would never be recovered. Thefiberswould lead nowhere. And
Cavanaugh might have aracketeering enterprise investigation.

So, for the sake of aworking hypothesis, assume the killer was a pro.

Cavanaugh stepped out of his office to the glass-partitioned areawhere
the analystsworked. Hewasin luck; Jm Neymeier sat hunched over
his computer keyboard, looking like athin curved plant yearning
toward atechnologica sun. Cavanaugh liked to work with Neymeier
whenever he could. Neymeier was new, but he was thorough and
careful, and he didn't twit Cavanaugh about his background in English
literature.

"Jm. | need something.”

"Yo," Neymeer said. He communicated in brief, expressve syllables,
and Cavanaugh liked that, too. While working, Neymeier confined
himsdlf to the essentials. But he wasn't juiceless. He cared.

"Check up on whatever we know about the movements of whatever



professonaswe think weve identified."” Neymeier grinned; he shared
Cavanaugh's skepticism about their ability to actudly track agood
professond. Not if the professiona wasredly good. "CrossHfilethe
dailiesto find out who might have been in Boston on August 11, and
who they might have been working for if they were."

"Yougotit"

Cavanaugh went back to his cubicle, blew his nose, and thought some
more.

Whoever had written that anonymous note to Duffy ingtructing the
Bureau to investigate V erico, had known that the biotech company had
approached Benjamin Kozinski. That pointed to aningder: insde
Verico, or ingdethe Reatives, or indde Kozinski's persond life, or
maybe just ingde theworld of microbiology. Who?

Reason it out. Anonymous notes were usualy based on ether fear or
revenge. It wasn't completely unknown for members of one crime
family to dert the law to the activities of another family-but it was pretty
damn rare. Omerta. And, more practicaly, retdiation. They weredl
more afraid of each other than of the Bureau.

So maybe the note came from somebody inside Verico but not
connected to the Relatives. Cavanaugh consulted the staff list. Six
names. Dr. Paul dAmboise, scientist. Joseph Doyle Bartlett and
Miriam Ruth Kirchner, research assstants. Karlee Pursdl, Elliot
Messenger, Nicholas Landeau, lab technicians. Maybe one of them
redlized what was going on-the "terrifying research” of the note-and got
scared. Scared enough to hope somebody would step in and ask
guestions. Which Cavanaugh was going to do, but not just yet. He
didn't want Stevens moving records, destroying evidence.

What evidence? All he had so far was speculation.

All right, then, go on speculating.



Suppose the letter writer wasn't at Verico, but was someonein the
world of microbiology. Then how did he or she know about the
"terrifying research” at Verico?

Because they'd seen it. As-maybe-Benjamin Kozinski had.

Kozinski had come back from Verico very upset, even before hiswife
added her anger about hisinfidelity. Upset enough o that he didn't get
mad when she attacked him. And Kozinski ways got mad when
somebody attacked him; Mrs. Kozinski had been right about that.
Everyone dse Cavanaugh had talked to had agreed, even Kozinski's
lover, Caroline Lampert. She'd agreed reluctantly, but she had agreed.
Kozinski had ashort fusefor criticiam.

Except for the night he was killed. Because he had been too scared to
have any energy left over for anger?

Cavanaugh blew his nose, and stared at the piles of papers on his desk.
Police reports, autopsy report, background reports on everybody,
financia reports on Verico, survelllance reports, supplemental reports,
interview reports, report reports. And none of it with theinformation he
really wanted. Nothing that would establish Verico under RICO asa
"vehicle used to perpetuate a pattern of crimes.”

Well, then, if dl you had was a hypothesis, go with the hypothess.
Somebody el se, as scared as Kozinski, wrote that letter to Duffy-and
wrote it before Kozinski interviewed at Verico. Somebody who'd aso
interviewed at Verico and who wasther first choice for brilliant
scientist. Somebody who was probably at auniversity or government
lab because the sdlaries were lower than the new biotech companies
were paying, and the somebody could be tempted by an astronomical
sdlary and great perks. Somebody competent to run arisky and
somehow- how?-terrifying genetic research project, which probably
meant somebody aready receiving data from the Human Genome
Project funded by the federal government.

Cavanaugh sniffled hisway back to the andysts area. "Jm, something



ese Get mealigt of everybody connected with every university or
government lab that receives money from the Nationd Health Indtitute
for anything connected with genetic research.”

Neymeer sad, Sartled, "Everybody?

"Too many, huh? Okay, then, not technicians. Just scientistswith a
Ph.D. after their name. Then cross-check that againg airline
reservations to see who might have flown into Newark, New Jersey,
between July 1 and August 10."

"Not soon,” Neymeier said dubioudly.
"Assoon asyou can. It'simportant.”

"Yo," Neymeer said. He turned back toward histermind asif toward
amagnet. Cavanaugh shook his head dightly. That kind of attraction.
For a machine.

He returned to his desk, and his hypothesis.

Verico'sfirg choiceinterviewee had said no. No thanks, | don't want
thejob, I'm happy wherel am. So Verico asked Kozinski. And they
told him something thet terrified him right out of hisusud narcissstic
preoccupation with his own perfection and right out of his usua
narcissstic anger whenever that perfection was attacked. Something
redly terrifying.

But why hadn't Verico told thisterrifying thing to the other scientist
they'd interviewed first?

They had told him. Or her; it wasimportant to remember it might bea
her. That's why he/she had turned the job down and written to the FBI.

Why hadn't he/she signed hisher name?

Shit, that was easy. Thiswasthe Rdlatives, after all. They'd scared their
intervieweeinto silence. But this scientist was dso ethical, and he



stewed about it awhile, and then he decided to risk an anonymous note
to Judtice, to salve his conscience. It was surprising how many people
did that. Some days Justice looked like the thick "Anonymous' section
of the Oxford Book of English Poetry.

But if al this conjecture was true, then why hadn't the Relatives dso
killed thefirgt interviewee, asthey had Kozinski?

Because they had abetter hold over thefirst one. Thefirst interviewee
was more s0lid, less flamboyant than Kozinski. He/she had moreto
protect. And just to be sure, the Relatives had followed First
Interviewee around for awhile, the way they'd been following Kozinski
after histrip to Verico. They'd tapped Firg Interviewee's phones.
They'd let him know he was being watched. And First Interviewee had
been careful not to do anything or go anyplace that the Relatives
interpreted as threatening.

But Kozinski had. Hed left the house at 3:00 A.M. and he wasn't
taking the route to hislab at Whitehead Ingtitute. He wasn't behaving
solidly. He was going someplace unpredictable, to talk to someone
unknown, and the Relatives didn't like unpredictable and unknown.
They often diminated unpredictable/unknown, for safety's sake. They
knew Judy Kozinski hadn't been told anything by her husband because
the Kozinski house had undoubtedly been bugged, and the bug
removed before the cops arrived. But Kozinski had been fleeing dong
Route 135, which was the route to his mistress's house but was dso the
route to the state troopers, as Cavanaugh had clearly seen on the map
Judy Kozinski had shown him. It was possible Kozinski had been on
hisway to talk to the cops when he'd been killed.

Firg Interviewee, on the other hand, had presumably behaved in quiet
waysthat had not alarmed the Relatives professionally and so was il
walking around somewhere, terrified into d most-complete-silence by
some very persuasive thregt.

Cavanaugh went athird timeto the analyst'sarea. Neymeer il



yearned toward his compuiter.

"Jm, add another variable to that search of scientists. Give me dataon
who haskids. Ages, schools, whatever. Y ou probably can't find out
how much their daddies and mommies|ove the kiddies, but give me
anything that indicates strong family ties”

Neymeier dared at him. Cavanaugh fdt like afool. It wasthis damned
cold; nobody could think with acold. Neymeier said, "Find out how
much love? In data banks?’

"Do whatever you can," Cavanaugh said. He retreated to his office.
The tissue box was empty. His nose dribbled. He searched around for
another box of Kleenex, which he didn't find, while the dribbling
increased. Finally he blew his nose on Kozinski's autopsy report. It was
useless anyway. And Lieutenant Piperston would have another copy.

In the men's room he took awad of toilet paper and jammed it in his
pocket to serve as tissues. He washed his hands; the autopsy report
wasn't very efficient at absorbing nose dribble. The automatic warm-air
hand-dryer didn't work.

"Jesus JEdgar Chrig."
Waving hiswet hands, Cavanaugh made hisway to the Nut Dump.

That was Felderss namefor it, of course. All the mail containing threats
to people dready dead, "hot" tips on foreign enemy activity, "ingde’
information on communist conspiracies and secret international Jewish
cartels and hidden Japanese nuclear submarines and UFO plansto
kidnap Madonna-all of it madeitsway here, to the Nut Dump. Here
triage was performed, separating what looked like it should be
investigated from what looked like awaste of time. But everything,
investigated or not, was logged in on computers. It was cross-iled
sixteen different ways, providing a perfect picture of American
neuroticswho gtill believed in the Post Office.



The Nut Dump was presided over by Victoria Queen. Over the years
Victoria Queen had heard so many jokesinverting her name that she
refused to even talk to anyone who made one. Cavanaugh was careful.
Victoria Queen, after adecade of running the Nut Dump, could tell
from just glancing at someoneif they were contemplating anamejoke.
The funny thing wasthat as the years went by, she was starting to look
like Hanoverian roydty: thick bushy eyebrows and receding chin.

"Vicky, | need something.”

"God, Robert, you sound terrible. Have you seen adoctor?’
"Not yet. | need-"

"I'd make you acup of tea but the microwave quit."

"Yes. Of course. Listen-"

"Listen?'Y ou been hanging around Felderstoo long.”

Cavanaugh started again. Gracel ess persstence, Marcy had dways
said. Sheld hated that quality in him. But where would hisjob be
without it?

"Vicky, | need to know about any more anonymous | etters about any
scientific research connected with microbiology, recombinant DNA, or
gene splicing. Duffy got aletter like that in July, addressed directly to
him. But | want awider search-anything related to biologica sciencein
the last three months.”

"Biologicd science..." Victoria Queen muttered. She turned to her
computer. "Not much there. . . now if you wanted physics or
astronomy . . . Let'ssee..." She stared at her terminal screen.
Cavanaugh waited.

"Item 16-42-0563, postcard, July 14, claimsthe presdentisan alien
from Arcturus geneticaly dtered to resemble ahuman being. Unsigned.



"Item 16-42-3473, letter, August 3, claimsthe Center for Disease
Control in Atlantais part of afeminist plot to secretly poison the
nation's water supply to attack only cellswith'Y chromosomes.
Unsigned.

"Item 17-23-8503, letter, August 7, clams AIDSvirusishbiologica
warfare againgt this country's artistic community by ajeaous Japan.
Signed, Christopher J. Walker, Sesttle. That's about it, Robert. . . and,
oh, thisjust camein today. Molly brought it to me because she thought
I'd get akick out of it."

She handed Cavanaugh a postcard of a grinning baboon, addressed to
the Attorney Generd, dthough not by specific name. It was unsigned.

Dear Attorney General, You should know there's a Soldiers of the

Divine Covenant Camp in Cadillac, New York. It practices animal
sacrifice, | think it practices human sacrifice too. You should look
into this because there are kids there including mine. Isn't there a

law? This sacrificeistrueevenif | can't proveit YET.

"lan't that atrip?' Victoriasaid. "1 love the baboon."
"What'sit got to do with microbiology?'

"Nothing. It would get d-based under ‘animals," religion,’ and 'murders.”

"Oh," Cavanaugh said, studying the postcard. It depressed him. God,
the lost people wandering around out there.

"Y ou're certainly in abad mood, Robert. | just thought this might amuse
you."

We are not amused, Cavanaugh thought of saying, but he knew better.
Helooked at the postcard again. Human sacrifice. Kidsin the camp.
God, what aworld. And who would name atown after acar that was
manufactured someplace e se?



"Thanks, Vicky," hesaid. "Will you keep me posted if you do get
anything else concerning microbiology or genetic research? No matter
who it's addressed to."

"Will do,” VictoriaQueen sad. "I'll put aflag in the program.” Which at
least wasn't anything a nineteenth-century monarch would say. Thereby
removing temptation.

Cavanaugh sneezed, blew his nose on purloined toilet paper, and left
the Nut Dump.

TEN
DR. JuliaGarvey'slaboratory swarmed with sick rats.

Cavanaugh hadn't expected that. Actudly, he had driven out to
Bethesda, five days after Kozinski's murder, not knowing what to
expect, but visuaizing something vaguely like a cross between a
hospita and the war room at NO RAD: computers, medicinal smells,
quiet antiseptic efficiency. But Dr. Garvey's lab, once héd been led to it
through ahuge labyrinthine building, looked morelike his high-school
biology Iab. The computers were there, but half-buried under fantastic
jumbles of boxes, notebooks, vids, syringes, racks of glassware, smdll
machines he couldn't begin to guess the uses of. And rats. Cages and
cages of them, smelling like the sewers of hell. Cavanaugh forced
himsdf not to gag-

Dr. Garvey didn't even seem to notice the smell. Shelooked around
gxty, atrim brisk woman in awhite lab coat. Her manner wasformal.
She led Cavanaugh past counters and shelves and sinks and high-tech
machinery to the back of the lab, where two stools flanked awhite
table. Behind the table were stacks of rat cages.

"Sit down, please,”" Dr. Garvey sad.

Cavanaugh sat. Hewas now at eye level with severa cages of white
rats, some of whom stared a him from flat pink eyesthat seemed to



him full of rage. The back of the closest rat was covered with 0ozing
purple sores. Therat in the next cage had pulpy lumpsal over its head.
The smell was overpowering, the sweet-sickly odor of rotting flesh.

"I've gone through Dr. Kozinski's records, and I've spoken at length
with hisresearch assgtant, Dr. Caroline Lampert,” Dr. Garvey said.
"She was reasonably cooperative."”

"That's good," Cavanaugh managed, athough Dr. Lampert wouldn't
have had any real choice. Kozinski's work had been doneon a
government grant, which included the provison that dl files be opened
to any Justice Department investigation. Therat with oozing sores
moved inits cage, twitching itstail. In the next tier down arat crept to
the front of the cage, twitching itsnose. Its eyeswere filmed with
purplish growths.

"Now tell me, Mr. Cavanaugh, just exactly what you want to know.

Dr. Kozinski'swork was complex, but | can try to summarizeit if |
know specificaly what you're looking for."

Cavanaugh felt a sneeze coming on. He caught his bresth and held it,
forcing the sneeze back up his nose until his eyes watered. The deep
breath smelled so foul that once more hisgorge rose.

"Werenat. . . not exactly sure what we're looking for. Could you
summarize the main thrust of Dr. Kozinski'swork, and then maybe 'l
know what questionsto ask.”

Dr. Garvey pursed her lips. Shelooked like astrict nanny about to
render judgment on some mishehavior. Cavanaugh seized gratefully on
thisimage; it had nothing to do with rats.

Shesad, "Dr. Kozinski was working with the envel ope coating of
retroviruses. Do you know what retroviruses are?

"Y ou inject them into the body," Cavanaugh said, grateful for the New



York Times. "They carry dtered genes. Then the new genes sart
multiplying like mad, making proteinsthat cure disease.”

"Wadl ... not'likemead," Dr. Garvey said, purang more, "and curing
diseasesign't quite that smple. But you're essentialy correct. Do you
know about the coding regions of theretrovird RNA?"

"Nothing."

More pursng. "All right. Then let's sart a the beginning." Shetook a
piece of paper from the cluttered table and drew acircle studded with
knobby projections. It reminded Cavanaugh of asnow tire hed had for
hisfirs car, a"76 Chevy. Inddethe circle she drew along curvy snake,
divided into Six sections of varying widths:

"Thisisavirus. These knobs are the envelope proteins. Insdeisthe
RNA, which will become DNA when the virus enters a human body
cdl and gtarts dividing there. This shows RNA genesthat perform six
different functions'-she tapped each of the curvy sectionswith her
pencil-"long termind repeet, which influence the activity of thevird
genes and facilitate the insertion of vird DNA into cdllular DNA. Next
isacoding region, e-n-v, which specifiesthe proteins of thevird
coat-that's the knobs. The next two sections specify proteins of the
enzyme reverse transcriptase and of the vira core. Thisfifth section,
ps, iscrucid to theincluson of RNA invird particles. In gene therapy,
the ps is ddeted, which meansthe virus can't reproduce itself, only the
atered DNA. Then the lagt section is another noncoding long termina
repest. Isthisclear so far?'

"Yes" Cavanaugh said. It wasn't, not al of it, but he could ask specific
questions later. After he knew what Kozinski had actualy been trying
to do. And after his stomach stopped fluttering. A rat stared at him
throughitsbars.

"Good," Dr. Garvey sad. "Ben wasworking with the e-n-v coding



region. He wasinterested in the exact mechanisms by which viruses
inject themsdvesinto hedthy cdlsingde the human body. See ..." She
drew next to the snow-tire-with-snake:

"Thisisthewadl of ahuman cell that's about to be infected. All these
are various structures embedded in the cdll wall. The virus binds onto a
receptor Site, breachesthe cell wall, and invades the cell. Ben was
studying exactly how that happens: what proteins are released as
sgnds, what genes regulate their production, how the receptor sites
recognize which- Mr. Cavanaugh, areyou al right?”

Cavanaugh wasnot dl right. A young man with hishair in aponytail
sgueezed past Cavanaugh with an apologetic smile and opened a cage
door. Hereached infor arat, pulling it out by itstail. Smultaneoudy,
Cavanaugh felt another sneeze coming on.

"F-fing”

Dr. Garvey looked dubious. "Well, then, the specific proteins Dr.
Kozinski wasworking with are called-"

The pulled-out rat twisted and squealed at the ends of the pony-tailed
researchers fingers. Soft pulpy sores covered its hind quarters. It
smelled of rot. Cavanaugh's sneeze-a monstrous sneeze, the grandaddy
of all sneezes-exploded. It was followed by asecond, and athird. His
nose ran. Histhroat closed up like avave.

"Oh!" The research assistant looked appalled.
"I'm sorry," Cavanaugh gasped. "Just acold. The wood shavings-"

Both researchers stared a himin horror. Findly Dr. Garvey said, "You
have a co/J Don't you redize you could infect the rats?!

“Infect-"



"Therats, yes. Colds are viruses, Mr. Cavanaugh. These are
experimentd rats-"

"They're dready infected!" Cavanaugh said, and broke into another
round of sneezing. Dimly hefdt Julia Garvey take hisarm and pull him
away from therats, but he shook her off and fumbled blindly-his eyes
were watering like faucets-for atissuein his pocket.

The pony-tailed research assstant said icily, "But they're not infected
with your virus. All viruses are different, and you're contaminating-"

"Contaminating the contaminated,” Cavanaugh tried to say, asajoke,
to show he was being a good sport about the looks on both their faces.
But before he could get the words out, the rat dangling from the
researcher's hand gave amighty twist and itsflailing body brushed
Cavanaugh'sfingers. At the same moment hisvision cleared and he
noticed, half-buried under papers on the table, the remains of
somebody's lunch. A ham sandwich, 0ozing mayo. Lipstick on the bite
marks.

Hisgorgefinaly rose and he vomited. While sneezing.

Then hewas being led firmly by Dr. Garvey. Out of thelab, into the
hall. Pushed into the men'sroom door. He leaned against aurind,
praying for desth.

When hefinally emerged, washed and sheepish, Dr. Garvey waited.
Her lipswere no longer pursed, but neither was she smiling. He
guessed that she was unwilling to be his particular nanny any longer.

But held underestimated her. "In here, Mr. Cavanaugh.”

It was a conference room with along polished table, ridiculoudy large
for two people. It was dso dark. "Unfortunately, thelights are
temporarily broken, whichiswhy | didn't suggest thisin thefirst place.
Also, | assumed ..."



Sheld assumed a special agent for the FBI would have a stronger
stomach. Cavanaugh smiled and sneezed.

"I'm sorry about therats, Doctor. | didn't redize | could . . . could ..."
Another sneeze.

"| redlly think you should be & home in bed with that cold,” she said,
proving him wrong yet again. Nanny-ness was deeply embedded. "We
can reschedule this briefing sesson.”

Rescheduling sounded wonderful. Anything that got him away from
here sounded wonderful. But that wasn't the way it worked. Not for
him. "Just afew more questions. . . . You said Kozinski was working
on how viruses dter the proteinsin their coatsin order to invade cells.
In your expert opinion, could thiswork, even remotely, be applied to
biologica weapons?'

Dr. Garvey frowned. "I don't see how. Oh, of course, biological
warfare could use viruses aswell as bacteriato infect people. But you
don't need to understand genetic mechanismsin order to do that. Y ou
just usethem. And if you were working on some new virus, something
redly deadly ..." She paused. He could seethat shedidn't likethisline
of thought; she preferred to think of genework asdeding in life, not
death. "Wdll, then you'd concentrate on the vira core proteins, the
toxinsavirus makes when it's not genetically dtered. The proteins of
the coat wouldn't be of greet interest.”

"And thereés no way Dr. Kozinski could have been working on
something redly bizarre?!

"Likewhat?' The pursed lips were back.

Hefdt afit of coughing coming on. In the gloom of the unlit conference
room, her face and lab coat were pale dabs.

He said desperately, "Cloned rats carrying disease. Cloned dinosaurs.
Cloned soldiers™



Shelooked at him distastefully. "The Nationd Indtitutes of Hedlth are
not comic books, Mr. Cavanaugh. And neither was Benjamin
Kozinski'swork at Whitehead."

"No, | just wondered-"

"Please cal when you're fedling better so we can reschedul e the briefing
s3on.”

A door opened in the hdl, and the smell of sick rats again overtook
him. He thought longingly of escaping from the Indtitute of Hedlth. "No,
let'sfinish thisnow, Dr. Garvey. There are il things| don't
understand. I'm staying here until 1 do."

By thetime he got back to the Hoover Building, everyone wasleaving
for the day. The usud traffic choked the streets around the Federa
Triangle. Cavanaugh fought hisway through, parked, and sneezed his
way to his office, where he checked his messages. Nothing from
Neymeier. Well, the kid had said the data search would take awhile.
He st at his desk, opened the case of tissues he'd bought, and put a
fresh box on his desk. The other twenty-three boxes he stacked negtly
beside hisfile cabinet. Then he pulled out aclean sheet of paper.

On the drive back from Bethesda, held thought hard about everything
JuliaGarvey had told him, boiling it down into managesble, possbly
relevant bites. Now he listed those bites on the paper, numbering them
nedly:

1. K. wasworking on proteins that are on the outside of viruses.

2. Those proteins do things-release chemica s that cause other
changes-when thevirusis getting ready to enter ahedlthy cdl, whileit
entersahedlthy cell, and after it entersa hedlthy cell.

3. Thereason K. was doing this was that gene therapy makes altered
genes enter hedlthy cdlls, to cure disease, and scien-tists aren't happy
unlessthey know not only that something works, but how it works.



Cavanaugh considered this point. On the whole, he approved. It was
trueit took alot of government money to understand something that
gpparently would work just aswell even if you didn't understand it. On
the other hand, scientists wanted dl the facts, arranged into a coherent
modd that made sense. Just like intdlligence andydts.

4. K. had identified various molecules that are key to avirus entering
cdls. He had dso identified the whole chain of re-actionsthat this
causes, and he could make them happen.

5. Some of hiswork related to why virus cdls prefer to enter some
kinds of cdllsrather than other kinds. This hasto do with how viruses
bind onto "receptor sites,” which are sort of recelving docks on the
outsde of cells. Some receiving docks apparently have less security
than other docks. The viruses have an easier time with the bregk-in.

Cavanaugh tapped the pencil on that point. Dr. Garvey hadn't liked that
analogy: receptor Stes, sheld said, were not "receiving docks." They
were far more molecule-specific than that. And avird infection was not
acrime, as"bresk-in" seemed to imply. Cavanaugh let the wording
gtand. He knew what he meant, and these were his notes, not part of a
case report.

6. K'swork was important. Dr. Garvey was excited about it (for her).
Her excitement seemed to be mostly because the work explained how

things happened that everybody al-ready knew was happening.

7. Dr. Garvey saw no way K'swork could lead to criminal ac-tivity
that couldn't proceed just aswell without it.

8. Dr. Garvey hasread the few articles published by two sci-entists at
Verico, including Eric Stevens. She said they were both mediocre
work, and completely unrelated to anything K. was working on, even
by wild stretches of the imagina-tion.

Another inconclusive end-like the crime-scene report, the interviews
with Judy Kozinski and Caroline Lampert, the attemptsto link Verico



financidly to the Relatives. He till had nothing thet would judtify
classfying this case as an REI, with resources dlocated to "discerning
the composition, structure, and activities of racketeering enterprises.”

Cavanaugh filed his notes dongside Julia Garvey's drawing of DNA
snakesingde cellular snow tires. He took abox of tissuesfrom the nest
pile dongside hisfiling cabinets, to keep in his car. On the way out of
the building he noticed that the section fax had been fixed and was
whirling away, receiving dailies for genuine casesin which something
might actualy be happening.

Outsdeit was a perfect late-summer evening. Washington's usud
mugginess was gone, leaving air so sweet and clear and limpid it was
like acaress. Long cool shadows danted down Congtitution Avenue.
Thewaning sunlight was pae gold and the evening smelled,
mysterioudy, of invisible flowers. Even through Cavanaugh's cold.

He stood on the shallow broad steps and briefly closed his eyes.

He went back ingde. The fax had stopped recelving. Hewroteon a
piece of memo paper in hisclear, small hand:

In such a night,

Troilus methinks mounted the Trojan walls, And sighed his soul
toward the Grecian tents, Where Cressid lay that night

He looked at thisfor along time. The debit of having once been an
Englishmgor.

Then he tore up the paper. On a second paper he printed FISH TALK
ABOUT WATER:

Old joke: Y ou can wonder what fish talk about, but you can bet it ain't
weter.

ISTIOPHORUS: There's something out there.



HY PSY POPS: Out where?

ISTIOPHORUS: There.

HYPSY POPS: Out where! Where's there?
ISTIOPHORUS: Everywhere.

HY PSY POPS; What the hell are you talking about?
ISTIOPHORUS: Look, just take a breath.

HY PSY POPS: A bresth of what?
ISTIOPHORUS: Of what's there!

HY PSY POPS: What?

ISTIOPHORUS: Thisisridiculous. I'm getting ouit.
HY PSY POPS: Out of what?

Cavanaugh sgned this, in even smdler letters, "afish out of water." He
sent it to Marcia's home fax. Then he went back out of the Hoover
Building, sniffling and sneezing, into the heart-breaking summer night.

NOVEMBER

We keep making gains and they keep getting moved backward. If we
take back the [abor unions, the legitimate bus nesses, eventually they
become just an-other street gang. Spiritualy, they've waysbeen just a
street gang.

-Rudolph Giuliani, U.S Attorney, 1988
ELEVEN

JEANNE Cassidy stepped off the curb into the street, her textbooks
clutched to her chest. Around her stretched the ugly campus of



Michigan State: redbrick building after redbrick building, flat-roofed
and monotonous. Even the bright autumn foliage hadn't helped much,
when thereéd been autumn foliage, and now that the last of the leaves
had fallen the campus looked even worse. Although today was warm,
for November. Students had |eft their coatsin the dorms, their scarves
draped over chair backs or drawer pulls. A few people, hopeful or
exhibitionist, wore shorts.

Jeanne hurried acrossthe street, her oversized gray sweatshirt bouncing
over her baggy jeans. Her hair was cut very short, shorter than most
boys, and dyed dull brown.

"Hey, Jeanniel Wait up!”

Jeanne turned. Her roommate Carol Keating, a heavy girl from Toledo,
bustled acrossthe grass. Carol smiled, showing her huge, blind-ingly
white teeth. It seemed to Jeanne that Carol was dways smiling. She
wore aflippy green miniskirt, agreen poncho, and abasebd| cap.

"What on earth were you doing just then, roomie?’
Jeanne flushed. "Just when?”'

"Jud then. While you crossed the street. | watched you. Y ou stood
there for about five minutes until the street waslike totaly empty, and
then you rushed across like you expected a Mack truck to come
barreling along and knock you into tomorrow. | called to you and you
didn't even-Jeannie! What isit? God, you're white as aghost!"

"N-nothing ... | don't fed so good. Maybe atouch of theflu."

Carol studied her. Jeanne glanced away. Carol had ared good bullshit
detector. But dl Carol said was, "Y ou want to, like, go to the

infirmery?'

"No. | can't. | have soc." She had learned to pronounceit "soshe.”
Sociology 101. Where shewas learning, God help her, about the



tension between the individua and a given group's collective power.

Carol continued to watch Jeanne closely. Jeanne laughed. "Hey, why
areyou eyebdling melikethat? Do | look that Sck?'

"Jeannie-why don't you ever wear any makeup? Or grow your hair, or
wear anything but baggy clothes? God, if | had afigurelikeyours. . .
but it'slike you go out of your way to look, | don't know,
unglam-orous”

Jeanne said coldly, "Don't you think you're being alittle persond ?'
"Persond ? Shit, wereroomies. And | thought we're friends.”

"Weare," Jeanne said. She walked faster, her books held tightly
agang her chest.

"But you don't, you know, redlly open up to anybody. Not even me.
And sometimes at night | hear you talking in your deep. ..."

Jeanne stopped dead. "Taking? In my deep?What do | say?"
"Well, it'snot redl clear, just sort of-"
"What do | say?"

Carol stared. "No words. Or if there are, | can't make them out. Just
moans, and 'no, no,' and stuff likethat."

Jeanne started walking again. Carol scurried to keep up. The big girl's
voicewasfindly angry.

"Okay, so I'm out of line. But we're friends. Jeannie, if something redly
bad has happened to you, you could talk to the campus shrink. He's
good, | hear it from everybody who's goneto him. If, like, you were
abused as a child or something, and that'swhy you try so hard to dress
drab, you could-"

"Don't try to use chegp psychoanalysis on me, Kesting."



Carol stopped walking. "Okay, okay, you're above it, you're above dl
of us. The self-aufficient Jeanne Cassidy, who doesn't need any friends.”

"That'sright. | don't need any friends."

"Fuck you, Cassdy." Carol strode away, the ends of her green poncho
flapping.

Jeanne watched her disappear around the corner of a boxy redbrick
building. Good riddance. Carol wasn't much of afriend, anyway,
always eating, coaxing Jeanne to est, nagging her, redlly, onand on. . . .
Jeanne would have to get asingle room next semester. That would cost
more money. But if sheredly muttered in her deep. . .

Cadoc. Verico. Cadaverico.

Jeanne squeezed her eyes shut until her heart quieted and the throbbing
in her temples went away. Sometimesit took whole long minutes.
Sometimes people spoke to her while her eyes were jammed shut, and
she didn't even hear them.

When it was over, she waked on to soshe, without crossing any busy
dreets.

TWELVE

WEN D EL L Bottstugged off hisleft glove by hiting theindex finger
and throwing back his head. Hisright arm cradled groceriesin flimsy
plastic bags which threatened to split open. It wasdl the fucking
canned goods. They were too heavy, and the checkout bitches couldn't
be bothered to double-bag. Too much fucking trouble. Nobody ever
congdered the other guy anymore. Nobody treated anybody else with

respect.

He fumbled with hisbare hand for the truck keysin his pocket. By
wedging the grocery bags between himsdf and the right fender, he got
enough maneuverability to unlock the truck. He eased the bags dong



the fender and onto the passenger-sidefloor.

It was snowing again. Only mid-November and aready therewasa
foot of the stuff on the ground. Not good snow, neither-thiswas the
heavy wet Stuff that wasjust alittle too cold to melt and just alittle too
warm to powder. The parking lot of the Cadillac Grand Union was
dushy dirty ruts between rock-hard mounds of snow that not even
four-whed drive could get through. The sky was gray, about two feet
above the trees. Wendell wanted to smash something.

The fucking court said Sardinda got Penny and David for Thanksgiving.

Wenddl turned theignition key. The truck sputtered, died. Hetried
agan. Onthethird try it caught, rasping and wheezing. He should get a
tune-up. But maybe he could get by with just another can of dry ges.

In hiscrummy motel gpartment, he put away the groceries. adozen
frozen hamburgers, two packages of hamburger buns, cans of beans,
chili, soup, stew, peanut butter, corn curls, ravioli. The kids weren't
coming thisweekend, so he didn't buy the gpples and fresh vegetables
Sadindainssted he givethem.

At the bottom of the grocery bag-that bitch had put it on the bottom
-was the Cadillac Register, which served not only Cadillac but dl the
amall townswest of Gloversville. Wendell unfolded it and opened to
the obituaries. His hands trembled.

Harden, Muriel. November 17. Sheis survived by her hus-band,
Alfred; her children, Michadl, John, Roberta (Mrs.

Samud Stern), and Pauline (Mrs. Douglas O'Sheg), all of Cadillac-

No. Nobody with that much local family. Soldiers of the Divine
Covenant al came from someplace else, and not in big families.

Montilla, Raymond. November 18, at age 82. Predeceased by his
wife, Theresa (Skoler) Montilla. Survived by hisniece, Mildred



(Stamps) Burton; and nephew, George Stamps; several grandnieces
and nephews. Funeral Mass at 10:00 A.M. Saturday at Church of Our
Lady of Perpetua Sorrow-

No. No one at the Divine Covenant camp used the local Catholic
church. They said their own massesina"purer” brand of Catholic, with
lots of extrasthrown in to get everybody holier, like spesking in
tongues and prayersto St. Cadoc and cleansing rituals.

Diffenbach, Brittany, age sx years. . . Oh, God. Sx yearsold. The
paper fet clammy under Wenddl'sfingers.

Diffenbach, Brittany, age six years. November 18. Survived by her
parents, William and Cynthia Diffenbach; one brother, Timothy;
paterna grandparents Titus and Alice Diffenbach, of Ames, lowa;
materna grandmother Beverly Miller, of New Y ork City; aunts, uncles,
and cousins. Inlieu of flowers, friends may contribute to the Children's
Cancer Research Fund-

No. Thank God, no. Some form of childhood cancer. Not the Soldiers.

Morredle, Ramon. November 19. Suddenly. Survived by his brother,
Carlos De L os Santos, of Puerto Rico. Private internment.

That was it. Sudden degath; the only relative a brother-haf brother?- far
away; no public service, maybe even acremation. Someone nobody
would miss. But wait aminute-maybe somebody had missed the guy.
Why anewspaper notice a al? Why not just let Ramon Morrede
disappear into the limestone caves under the camp?

Something here didn't add up right.
Wendell punched the phone pad. He knew the number by heart.
"Soldiers of the Divine Covenant. May God blessyou thisday.”

He gritted histeeth. "Thisis Detective John Miller of the Cadillac Police
Department. 1'd like to speak to Mr. Newell, please.” Sardinda had



sad that old Newdl| was still a high mucky-muck Elder.
The mae voice grew cautious. "May | ask what thisisin reference to?”

For aminute, that stopped Wendell. Soldiersdidn't talk like that when
he'd been there. For that matter, none of them sounded like this guy:
careful. But il ready to hang up.

"It's about the Ramon Morrede case.”
"| thought Detective Paxon was handling that."

Wendell dammed down the phone. So there was some sort of
investigation of that sudden deeth!

The number for theloca police was pasted onto the motel phone,
aong with fire and ambulance.

"Cadillac Police Department,” awoman said.
"Let metak to Detective Paxon.”
"Detective Paxon isn't here right now. Can | help you?'

"Y eah. I'm Ramon Morreales old neighbor. | talked to Detective
Paxon aready, and | just wanted to know what's happening now."

"Youll haveto tak to Detective Paxon directly,” the voice said. Tight
as.

"Whenwill hebein?'
"Maybethis afternoon.”
"What did the autopsy show?' Wendell said.

"You'll haveto talk to Detective Paxon directly.” The phone clicked.
Shedidn't say thereld been an autopsy-but she didn't say there wasn't,
elther. What did that mean?



Franticaly, Wendell paged through the paper for the Police Beat
column. A stolen car, abar fight, aburglary, three DWIs... no arrests
for murder. Besides, if anybody had been arraigned for murder, the
story would be splashed all over, and not in the Cadillac Register,
ether. The Albany Times-Union would haveit.

So the autopsy didn't show nothing. If thereld been afucking autopsy.
But when you did ablood sacrifice, you dit the throat, holding the
animal's neck tipped way back, and you drew the knife, sharp asyou
0et, acrossthe skin. . . . Wenddll had been there. It wasthe only time
the Soldierslet blood flow. They'd let their kids die of some awful
disease be-fore they'd let adoctor give them atransfusion, and they'd
probably die themselves before egting a steak or even afucking
chicken, but they'd dit the throat of a squealing rabhbit or woodchuck
and let the blood flow out on the ground to honor God. And the noise
theterrified anima made asthe knifewent in-if you heard it once you
never forgot it.

Wendell wadded up the newspaper and threw it into a corner, on top
of apile of cardboard boxes from Domino's Pizza. The pile toppled.

Nobody had cometo investigate as aresult of his postcards. Nobody .
The president didn't send nobody, or the attorney genera, or the FBI,
or Congress, or even the fucking Child Abuse and Maltrestment
Reporting Center. Wendel | knew nobody came because held spent a
lot of time hanging around the gates of the camp, shivering in histruck,
running the engine for ten minutes on the hour to keep warm. Watching.
He had the time to watch, now that construction had dowed down with
the bad weather. The only people who went into the camp were people
who'd gone out of it earlier the same day. Nobody who could be feds.

Wendell smacked the rickety coffee table with his closed fist. Nobody
would fucking listen. And Penny and David in there, with that going on

With what going on? Something. Something redlly wrong.



The last time held seen Sardinda, waiting at the gate when he brought
the kids back, she'd looked thinner and littler and paer than ever
before. Hell, sheld barely had the strength to smile at him.

David had clung to Wenddll's neck. He didn't want to go in. Babies
knew, didn't they? Some kind of sixth sense. They knew when a place
was bad.

"Cam down, Wendell," his sponsor, LewisP., had said at
Wednesday's A.A. meeting. "Y ou're full of bottled-up rage.”

He could 4till fed David'swarm hands clutching his daddy's neck. How
warm kids handswere! The smell of David's soft hair, and Penny's
litleamile. ..

"Cam down, Wenddl "

Heflung himsdf into achair. The TV remotefel off the arm onto his
lap; heflicked onthe TV. Sometimeshejudt let it al wash over him,
stcoms and news and talk shows and police dramas and cartoons and
reruns of thingslike "The Brady Bunch," things he remembered
watching when held been Penny's age. Those were the most soothing.

"Y ou're wound up tighter than aspring, Wendell," Lewis had said.
"That's how people start drinking again.”

No. Not him. Not now that he had his kids back. Only he didn't have
his kids back-

And nobody understood how hard that was. Nobody was willing to
help him. Nobody.

On-screen, creditsrolled for some black-and-white movie. Wendell
had no ideawhat it had been, even though he'd just finished staring at
ten minutes of it. Lush 1940s music swelled; flowers scrolled past,
surrounding actors names. The commercids started.

[ shall lift up mine eyes to the hills, from where my help cometh.



Y eah. Sure. There was no help. Nobody fucking hel ped.

Now an audience, panned over by acamera, was applauding wildly-
for what? The camera switched to afake living room, the kind with
white couches that never got dirty and alow coffee table with abowl of
fresh flowers low enough not to hide the women'slegs. A talk-show
hostess and two guests grinned like hyenas. Wendell didn't recognize
her. Local, not nationa, probably out of Albany.

The program can help, Wendell. Work your program. Take it one
day at a time. Right.

Now the talk-show hostess stood out in the audience, carrying a
microphone. People waved their handswildly to be called on.

The Lord helps those who help themsel ves.

A man stood beside the hostess, beaming like he just won the lottery.
Everybody laughed. The hostess thanked him prettily and carried her
microphone to somebody el se.

"... wouldn't never have gotten that inheritanceif | hadn't fought both
my sgerslike-"

"And s0 you're hereto tell uswhat?' the hostessinterrupted. "What
should we know about protecting our future inheritances?'

"Y ou need to get yoursdlf aredly, redly, redly good lawyer," the guest
said. "You can't get probate justice done.”

You need to get on a talk show.

Thewords seemed to come to Wendell from outsde him. Almogt, it
seemed, like they were spoken aoud. He jumped and looked around
the dirty room. Nothing like that had happened to him since when he
wasingde. It had happened then, al right. HEd even done spesking in
tongues, once, athing so weird hed hoped to St. Cadoc it never
happened again. Of course, he'd been drunk. But he wasn't drunk now



and hewasn't at no hopped-up mass. And thistime his causewas a
real one, and good.

Wenddl clicked off the remote. Into the sudden silence he whispered,
"Thank you."

Then he put on his duffle coat to go buy some good paper. Postcards
wouldn't do for this. For the government postcards were good enough,
but not for this. He had an important story to tell, area story, astory
directed to TV by that Higher Power that A.A. always talked abouit.
For this, he needed good heavy paper, cream-colored, the kind with
little bumps on it like gooseflesh. And anew pen with black ink. This
was hislast lega chance.

THIRTEEN
AT 3:27 A.M., Judy Kozinski woke up, afraid.

It was nothing new. She woke every night between 3:15 and 3:45, and
shewas dways afraid. The fear was aily, viscous, like black tar diding
through her chest and belly. It hurt to breathe.

Shewasn't afraid of dying, as Ben had died. In fact, there were times,
lying rigid in the cold hours before dawn, when she thought that dying
would be arelief. Then it would dl be over: the pain, and theloss, and
the crippling fear. Nor was she afraid of being alone. She wasn't done.
Shewasin her parents house, safe in the bed sheld dept in asachild
and young girl, wrapped in her mother's concern and her father's
sorrowful, steady calm. She had been here over two months. She
wasn't adone.

So what was she afraid of ? Night after night she asked hersdlf that,
trying to do as her father urged and face squardly what frightened her
modt. It's never as bad, he said gently, after you faceit without evasion.
Without liesto yoursdlf. "That'swhat Jesus meant,” Dan O'Brien told
his daughter, "when He said, 'Fear not, and thereis nothing covered
that shall be reveded, and nothing hid that shall be known." It'sthe



samething Carl Jung meant when he said, ‘Neurosisisawaysa
subtitute for legitimate suffering.’ Don't subgtitute, honey. Face what
you fear, and the fear will lessen.”

So Judy tried. Sheredlly did. Shetried to listen to her father, to do the
things he urged her, without pressure, to do for hersalf. She wanted to
stop waking at 3:27; she wanted to stop walking like azombie through
her days, she wanted to stop feeling like someone had reached inside
her chest and yanked out her heart. She wanted to get well. So she
tried to listen, and tried to eat, and tried to deep through the night, and
tried to face whatever she feared so much.

Only shedidn't know whet it was.

Nothing in her life had ever hurt as bad as Ben's death, and this black
fear that followed it.

Shelay iffly until theilluminated bedside clock said 3:49. The bright
red figures added "A.M." in the lower right-hand corner. In case she
didn't know thiswas early morning, in case she had somehow confused
it with 3:49 P.M. when the sun shone and normal people went about
their normd, unshattered lives.

No use. Shewouldn't get back to deegp now until past dawn, which
came latein November. She sat up, switching on the bedside lamp.
Immediatdy shefdt dizzy. What had she eaten yesterday? A bagd, half
abanana. It was hard to get food to go down, and when it did, it
sometimes didn't stay down.

"When you can't deep,” said the crissthergpist that her mother had
ingsted she see, "don't try. Get up and do something: exercise, or write
inyour journa, or read.” Thetherapist had been sensible, but Judy had
stopped seeing him after afew sessions. He couldn't touch the fear.

What was she so afraid of ?

Once more, wearily, she went over it in her head. The night Ben had



come home from Verico. " Judy, |'ve been through a lot in the last
two days. | can't discuss this now." And hisnot getting angry. Not
yelling back, even when she called him afaithless son of abitch. " Judy,
I've been through a lot in the last two days. | can't discuss this now
" Waking through the kitchen door to the garage. Not damming the
door. Hislast words ever to her, hiswife, the words by which she
would have to remember him forever: "1 can't stand any more. I'm
going to the lab." The sound of the automatic garage door opener,
and then the red Corvette backing dowly-too dowly for Ben-down the
driveway. " Judy, |'ve been through a lot in the last two days. | can't
discuss this now."

The furnace went on, thumping and knocking. It was very old. Asa
child, lying warmin her bed, she had heard the furnace during the night
and thought of it asafriendly big bear, guarding the house from cold.
Keeping her sefe.

Only there was no safety now. Therewould never be safety for her
agan. " Judy, 1've been through a lot in the last two days. | can't
discuss this now."

The bedside lamp was only 40 watts. It cast strange shadowsin the
corners of the bedroom. Her discarded dollhouse was a humped,
deformed intruder, crouching in wait. Her brush on the dresser was
shadowy, hard, was a hammer ready to bash in Ben's head-

Judy gasped and put her hands over her face. The tears started again,
the tears she hadn't been able to control for nearly three months now,
like some shameful incontinency at the wrong part of her body.

"Judy, I've been through a lot in the last two days-"
What had he been through?
Sowly, Judy lowered her hands from her face.

She had dways assumed that he meant their argument in LasVegas,



plusthe stress of ajob interview that obvioudy hadn't gonewell. Ben
hated rejection. It made him furious. But he hadn't been furious that
night, and he hadn't actudly ever said that VVerico had rejected him.
And only technicdly had their private argument been within the last two
days. forty-seven hours earlier.

"I can't stand any more." Any more what? Again, she had assumed
that Ben meant he couldn't stand any more of her. Any more
accusations, any more yelling, any more of what he dways caled her
"rlentlessdrilling.” Well, she had been drilling, al right, but he hadn't
been listening. Not redly, not to her. HeEd been listening to something
else, something she couldn't hear, something she hadn't even known
wasthere.

Another woman, ingde hismind? Caroline Lampert?

No. That affair had been going on for two years (even now, thinking
that, Judy felt the terrible band tightening around her chest.) A
two-year-old affair wasn't fresh anymore, wouldn't have that
middle-of-the-night urgency. Not, Judy guessed, for Ben.

Another woman, then. Whoever held spent that last night withiin Las
Vegas?

No. "Judy, I've been through a lot in the last two days. | can't
discussthis now." If it had been anew woman, Ben would have been
evasve, yes, but not so quiet. He would have done what he dways did
when held displeased Judy: become supercharming, in the hope of
digtracting her. As he had been in V egas when they'd fought over the
Berkeley graduate assistant. But not at home, that last night. He hadn't
tried to be charming. Whatever voices Ben had heard inside his head,
they didn't belong to any woman.

What had actualy happened at Verico?

The furnace stopped knocking. In the abrupt silence, Judy heard her
own breathing, quick and hard. She felt her own blood race through



her veins, her own flesh warm-as Ben's would never be again-under the
down quilt. Her fingers, lying in front of her on the quilt, curled and
uncurled: pink-fleshed, blue-veined.

Her breathing. Her blood. Her fingers.
All at once, she knew what she was so afraid of.

Quietly she climbed out of bed. The dizziness came again, but she held
onto the headboard until it passed. She pulled her nightgown over her
head and put on underwear, socks, jeans, awarm dark-blue swegter.
The jeans and sweater gaped on her; she had lost alot of weight in
three months of not esting.

From under the bed she pulled her suitcase. Asquietly aspossible she
packed clothes and toiletries. The suitcase snagpped shut loudly, and
shewinced.

When her parents had brought her home to Troy the day shed
confronted Caroline Lampert, Judy hadn't been in any shapeto drive.
Both her Toyota and Ben's Corvette were back in Natick. Judy
reached for the bedside phone and called the taxi company, hoping the
number hadn't changed in dl these years. It hadn't. Diaing it brought
back the long-ago Friday nights when she and her high-school
girlfriends had pooled their money to "hit" the barsfavored by the
fascinating "older men” of Renssdaer Polytechnic Indtitute. Calling the
number now gave her astrangefeding.

| am a person with a good head for numbers.

In the hall she eased her coat out of the coat closet. Her mittenswerein
the pocket. She pulled on her boots and carried the suitcase toward the
kitchen, the exit farthest from her parents bedroom. From there she
could circle around the | eft Sde of the house and intercept the taxi
beforeit turned into the driveway.

7 am a person who finds out facts. For the science sections of



newspapers. For journal articles. For myself.

Crossing the living room, she saw her mother's shopping list onthe
small table under the window. A streetlamp cast adim glow over
"apples, cheese, lamb chops @ 3.49/1b." Judy set the suitcase on the
carpet and scrawled at the bottom of the list "Don't worry about me.
Gone home. Will call." She had intended to call from the Amtrak
gtation, but thiswas better. No confrontation.

| am a person who plans and acts. Not fust drifts.

She crept into the kitchen. 1t was darker here, facing the backyard
instead of the street lamps.

"Hello, Judy."

She gasped and switched on the light. Her father sat at the kitchen
table, dressed in hisold plaid woal robe, his onyx rosary in hishand.

"Oh, honey, I'm sorry-1 didn't mean to scare you! | heard you moving
around in your room and thought you might want to talk."

Judy looked at her father. His gray hair was wild, and his robe was
misbuttoned. But his face-deeply lined, puffy from deep, aswell
remembered as her own in the mirror-was serene asaways. Only a
dight working of flesh up and down over his pgamacollar gave him

avay.
Shesad carefully, "I'm leaving, Dad. I've cdled ataxi."

"S0 | guessed from your suitcase.”

"You can't stop me."

Hesaid quietly, "When have| ever tried to stop you, Judy?'

It wastrue. She didn't know why she'd said that. They stood in silence
for amoment. Dan O'Brien's fingers moved over hisrosary, and Judy



knew hewas praying for her safety and strength.

"Daddy ... | know what I've been so afraid of. | know, now."
Hesad, very gently, "What, baby?"

"I've been afraid of losng mysdf.”

Hedidn't answer, and at first she thought he hadn't understood. How
could sheexplainit to him, when she hardly understood herself? But
then Dan O'Brien nodded, hisface grave, and she saw that his
wonderful gift for understanding had held once again, asit had so many
times before when people cameto himin trouble. Asthey did, al the
time, seeking help or comfort: his students, hisfellow parishioners, his
friends

Words cameto her. "This person I've been while I've been here with
you and Mom-crying al thetime, not eating, not deeping, not even able
to think about anything except Ben'"-she sumbled over the name, went
on-"that'snot me, Daddy. I'm not likethat. I'm ... | do things, fix things,
investigate things. Remember you used to cdl me Little Brenda Starr? |
hardly recognize the person I've been the last three months, and |
don't... | don't want to be her."

"Honey, you've had aterrible shock ..."

"I know. And I'm not over it. | fed likel'll never beredly overit.” The
tears again, theincontinency. She blinked them back. "But | want to
fed like mysdf again. And | can't even begin to do that here. Y ou and
Mom are so good to me, too good to me. ..." She stopped, lost. What
did she mean?

Dan O'Brien knew what she meant. "We've made you achild again.”

"Yes" shesad. "Yes And you know what even the Bible says. "When
| wasachild | understood as achild, but when | became an adult, | put
away childishthings™



Her father smiled dightly. Judy never quoted the Bible. Since shed
stopped bdieving in God, at thirteen, she usudly pretended that she
hadn't learned any Bible verses, didn't remember them, hadn't in fact
had the intensdly serious Cathalic upbringing shed had. Dan O'Brien
knew this. He didn't argue with her; argument wasn't hisstyle. He just
waited, sure that one day she would return to Mother Church. Judy
knew she wouldn't. Ordinarily they avoided the subject, each not
wanting to cause the other pain. But thiswasn't "ordinarily.” A
murdered unfaithful husband wasn't "ordinary.” Not to the O'Briens.

Her father said, "Wdll, | certainly wasn't going to push any more
scripture a you. But since you opened that door, I'll dlow mysdlf just
one. Fair enough?"'

Judy said, because she couldn't say anything else, "Fair enough.”

"Thisis Solomon again, honey. In Ecclesiastes, Solomon the old man
who'sseenit dl, doneit dl, investigated it dl, and found out he can't
redly fix anything important: 'All things| have seen inthe days of my
vanity: thereisajust man that perisheth in hisrighteousness, and thereis
awicked man that prolongeth hislifein hiswickedness. Be not
righteous over much, neither make thyself overwise; why shouldest thou
destroy thysdf?"

"Wadll, that'sahell of aset of advice," Judy said, with more Spirit than
her voice had held in months. "He's saying just let the bad guys get
away with whatever they're doing!"

Dan OBrien said mildly, "Then you do think there are bad guys, plurd,
involved here?'

Judy stared at him. She'd been set up. Outside, a horn honked.
"Dad, the taxi's here-"

"Wait aminute. The taxi won't leave without you. Judy, | think that one
police officer who spoke to you, not Lieutenant Piperston but the one



who came here only once, was from the Justice Department.”
She sank onto a kitchen chair. "How do you know?"

"I dont, for sure. He showed your mother a badge but she wastoo
upset to look at it closaly. She doesn't even remember his name.”

"Robert Cavanaugh,” Judy said, and when her father frowned, she had
to laugh. It came out tinny and smal. "Y ou thought | wouldn't
remember. But that'sthe kind of thing | do remember, Dad. Facts.
Detals”

"Thepoint is, if there's something going on that the Justice Department
isinterested in, it could be dangerous. Oh, baby, we love you so
much__ "

Again the incontinent tears. Her father wasthe only one, of dl her
friends parents, who had ever said outright, "I love you." She had
grown up wrapped in that warm security, as her girlfriends and dates
and colleagues had not. As Ben had not, with histwo alcoholic parents
and appalling childhood. Shed tried so hard to make it up to him, that
childhood, and somehow she never really had.

Thetaxi honked again. Judy got to her feet, picked up her suitcase.
Dan O'Brien whispered, "Be careful, Judy.”

She nodded, blundered toward the door, turned back to kiss him. He
smeled of fabric softener and pipe smoke and hair oil, aunique blend
that had somehow never changed, not since she wasfour or five and
first noticed it. As she went out the kitchen door she caught alast
glimpseof him, lips moving as he fingered the onyx rosary.

The outsde air was cold, gray, sad. Judy hurled her suitcaseinto the
backsest of the cal-even in Troy cabdrivers no longer helped with
lug-gage-and climbed in &fter it. The Amtrak station in Albany, please.”
The driver sudied her in hisrearview mirror. "You dl right, miss?' She



thought what she must look like: unwashed hair, tear-smeared face,
puffy eyes. A sudden sharp pain tore through her: Ben. Isdead. Is
really dead.

"Yes," shesad to the cabdriver. "I'm fine."
He shrugged and backed out of her parents driveway.
FOURTEEN

Asthe Amtrak train moved south dong the Hudson River, it became
more and more crowded. Judy would have thought these towns were
way too far up the Hudson for peopleto live there and commute to
work in Manhattan. But if thistrainful of people weren't commuters,
then what were they? Men in Burberry raincoats over business suits,
women in sneakers and socks over nylon stockings, high hedls peeking
over the tops of expandable leather totes. Everybody was reading the
Wall Street Journal . Judy caught aglimpse of a headline about IBM,
another about the Ukraine. She found she didn't care about either.

The only things she cared about were Ben's murder and what had
happened at Verico.

She found a seat next to amiddle-aged woman in agreen wool suit and
good haircut, who moved as far away from Judy as she could without
going out the window and into the Hudson River. The woman was
egting a croissant. Judy's ssomach turned over.

Penn Station was jammed with frantic commuters, al of whom seemed
to belate. Judy fdt detached from them, asif they existed in some
other redlity, hundreds of milesremoved from hers. Without in the least
meaning to, Judy found herself saying softly doud, " 'I have seen dl the
work done under the sun, and dl isvanity and vexation of spirit-"

Shefrowned savagdly. None of that. Three monthswith her father and
she regressed. Three months with aman who prayed with conviction,
who believed in angds, and who was actudly writing alife of the saints-



A life of the saintsl Judy, who had been an English mgor, wrote articles
about supercolliders while her father, who taught physics, wrote alife
of the saints. That wasn't even agented, old-fashioned,
nineteenth-century occupation-it was a ninth century one, when monks
sat in drafty stone cdllsand drew |etters with apen by thelight of their
burning faith. Dan O'Brien had missed not only his century but hisentire
millenium. What did the ideas of such aman-saint though he might
himself be-have to do with aworld in which people spliced genes,
hurtled through the air a seven hundred miles per hour to distant
continents, and killed each other for amachine-dtitched lesther wallet
full of plagtic credit cards? Nothing. Nothing at al. Three monthswith
her father had made her worse, not better. That's not who she was.

She fought her way through the crowds (remembering sixth-grade
Catholic school humor: "Give usthisday our daly bread, and lead us
not into Penn Station . . .") and bought aticket on the next train for
Elizabeth, New Jersey, putting it on her MasterCard. Thetrain leftin
twenty-five minutes. Judy took two hundred dollarsfroman ATM, and
found a phone booth. She put the calls on her MCI card.

"Directory Assstance. What city, please?’
"Washington, D.C."

"Go ahead."

"I'd like the number for the Justice Department.”

"Wait amoment." Something pinged, and then amechanical femde
voice gave the number with hypernatura clarity. Judy pressed it.

"Department of Jugtice."
"I'd like to speak with Robert Cavanaugh.”

"Just amoment, please," the voice said, making the Justice Department
politer than the phone company. Judy waited, watching frantic



commuters race past.

"Sorry to keegp you waiting, maam. Could you spdll that last name?"
"C-A-V-A-N-A-U-G-H," Judy spelled, guessing.

"I'm sorry, but we don't have anyone listed by that name.”
"Maybeit's spelled with aK. Try K-A-V-A-N-A-U-G-H."

"No, I'm sorry ..." Thevoicetraled off in what sounded like genuine
regret.

"Look, I'm certain he must be there. I'm awitnessfor a case the
Department is prosecuting”-What was that big case in the papers
called?-"the Carl Lupicacase, and Mr. Cavanaugh said to contact him
if I have any moreinformation, and | do."

"Just amoment, please.”

It suddenly came to Judy that her father could be wrong. Held only said
that he thought Cavanaugh was from Justice. Maybe he had just been
another loca detective, a colleague of Lieutenant Piperston's, taking
over because Piperston had booked a vacation at Disney World or
something. What did her father know about government lawyers? He
waswriting alife of the saints, and hisideaof useful crime advicewas
to quote Ecclesiastes.

A mdevoice cameontheline, gravely and authoritative. "Thisis Paul
Sanderson. Can | help you?"

Judy hung up.

What would Cavanaugh have told her, anyway? The Justice
Department was in the business of gathering information about
criminas, not disseminating it to whoever happened to phone up. And
Cavanaugh wasn't even with Justice. So much for that.



She dragged her suitcase to the ladies room to make whatever repairs
were possiblein less than fifteen minutes. In agtdl she balanced the
suitcase across the toilet and opened it. Her mother had been doing
Judy's laundry, which now made her ashamed of herself, but at least
nearly everything was clean. On the other hand, she had thrown things
in a random the awful morning she had attacked Caroline Lampert. All
she had with her were more jeans, sweaters, T-shirts, and atrack suit.

And the black dress shed worn to Ben's funeral.

Sowly she pulled it from the suitcase. A Liz Claiborneknit, it didn't
wrinkle much. She had black hedls and stockings. Judy locked her jaw,
stripped, and put on the dress.

She was shocked at how it hung on her. Had shelost that much
weight? She fished around in the suitcase until shefound alesther belt,
which unfortunately was brown. She had to poke a new hole with her
nail scissorsto make the bt tight enough. The dress bunched around
thewais, but it would have to do.

Therewasn't much time |eft to do her face at the snk and mirror.
Hadtily she splashed cold water on her eyes, brushed her teeth,
combed her hair, and put on blusher and lipstick. Better. Although she
gtill looked like sheld just survived atrain wreck. And wearing her old
parkaover the black knit dress didn't help.

Onthetrain to New Jersey, which at this hour was nearly deserted, she
opened her suitcase once more. She added small gold earringsand a
red cotton scarf tied over her shoulders.

At the Elizabeth station she looked up Verico's address and caught a
taxi, her heart pounding and her empty stomach queasy. Which, she
figured, at least meant shewas il dive.

It didn't look like much. A large, low cinderblock building, painted
white. Smdl parking lot. A few outlying buildings for abackup
generator and maintenance equipment, the uningpiring whole



surrounded by achain-link fence. Judy looked closdly at the fence.
Y es, she could see the sensor wire, less obvious and more
sophisticated than el ectrification.

The front gate had a speaker box. Probably a surveillance camera, too,
athough she didn't seeit. She pressed the box.

"Yes?' A mde voice, impersona and very clear. The equipment was
qudlity.

"l have an appointment with Dr. Eric Stevens. My nameis Mrs.
Benjamin Kozinski."

"I don't show an appointment for you, Mrs. Kozinski."

No hint that held recognized her name. But, then, he probably hadn't.
Shesadfirmly, "Dr. Stevenswill seeme. Pleasetdl him I'm here.”

"Just amoment.”

She waited, longer than amoment. A cold wind gusted over the
surrounding lots, which mostly seemed to hold warehouses or factories.
Sheld left her parkain the waiting taxi, not wanting to look like abag
lady. The red scarf around her shoulders flapped in the wind. Judy
wrapped her arms around herself and shivered.

"Comein, plesse." The gate swung open.

Her hedls dipped on the walk, which was badly shoveled. Didn't
women work here? Y es, but not in high hedls. Fema e researchers
wore sensble shoes. The guard opened the front door for her and
asked her to signin. He gave her a paper badge saying VISITOR and
didn't blink at her coatless, blue-lipped, goose-fleshed state.

"Thisway, please, maam." She hoped the wak down the white
corridor would be long enough to let her warm up before she had to
face Stevens.



It wasn't. He waited in an impressive office, lined with books,
dominated by a huge mahogany desk. Not atest tubein sght. Ben had
taught her that scientific officesthat |ooked like this one belonged to
third-rate scientists, more interested in show than in research. Judy had
refrained from pointing out that Ben's home office had looked like this
one. After dl, Ben's office a Whitehead certainly had not.

Ben...
Stevens walked toward her, holding out both hands. "Mrs. Kozinski."
"Dr. Stevens.”

"We were so shocked to hear of your husband's death. An
irreplaceable|ossto the entire scientific community.”

"Thank you." As soon as she decently could, she pulled her hands from
his. Eric Stevens|ooked like his office: glossy and third-rate. Thinning
brown hair he combed straight across his scalp to disguise the bald
spot. Medium height, medium build, expensive suit over apot belly.

Y ou could meet him five times and not recognize him the sixth. He had
the manners, or theindifference, not to register any reaction to her
survivor-of-a-train-wreck appearance.

"Sit down, please.”

"Actudly," Judy said, sitting in an oversized legther club chair, "itsmy
husband's desth that I'm hereto discuss." She watched Stevens
carefully: no reaction. But what did she expect? That hewould go all
shifty-eyed and start to sweeat?

"Isthere any way we can help? Unfortunately, | never had the privilege
of working with Dr. Kozinski-"

"But heinterviewed here the day before hewaskilled.”

"And everybody on gtaff is sorry that he wasn't interested in the
position,” Stevens said smoothly. "We did what we could to lure him



here, offering what | think was a quite generous salary and benefits. He
must have discussed these with you.”

"Yes. Hedid." Shetried to make the words sound meaningful.

"Then you know how outstanding the package we offered was. And of
course, not just money-we offered Ben full autonomy, unlimited
research budget, whatever he needed to make Verico profitable. Since,
as|I'm sure hetold you, it isn't profitable now."

Stevensdidn't seem to be watching her especidly closdly. He half-sat

on the front edge of hisbig desk, looking at ease. Nor did he probeto
find out how much she knew. Was he so sure, then, that Ben had told

her nothing about what was going on a Verico?

Was she s0 sure that something was?

She sat and waited, unsmiling but alert: an old reporter'strick. Most
people found silence uncomfortable and would try tofill it, often with
more information than they intended. Thistime, it didn't work. Stevens
sad gently, "Can | get you some coffee? Y ou look cold."

"No, thank you. What | wanted to say was ... | mean, because Ben
was here the day before he waskilled and he came home seeming a
little upset ... | wondered if ... that is, what..." Another journalist'strick.
Start something key, trail off, and see how the subject finishesit.

Stevens said, "We, too, thought he seemed alittle upset while he was
here. Infact, | waslooking for atactful way to ask you about his
hedth. Had he been we|?'

"Perfectly wdl."

"Oh, then ..." Steven said, and his small gpologetic smile said that Ben's
upset had then probably been domestic, and Stevens apologized for

prying.
Judy felt asurge of hatred that Sartled her.



"Dr. Stevens, did anything happen here that might have made Ben
uneasy or angry? Because he was neither when heleft LasVegasto
inter-view with you, and he was both when he arrived home late
Wedneday night.”

There. Sheld shot her wad. She watched Stevens carefully.

He shook his head, hisface wrinkled in friendly concern. *No, nothing
happened here. We showed Ben over the place, rilled himin onthe
direction of our research-frankly, most of it pretty lackluster so far- and
told him how much we were willing to extend oursavesto have him
cometo us. He seemed interested at firgt, but then when he started
talking about his own work at Whitehead-and of course, wereall
familiar with it, given who heis-was-"

"At first hewasinterested,” Judy managed to get out. No incontinence
of the eyeballs now, please God. Not now.

"As| say, when he started talking about his own work, he seemed to
catch renewed fire, if you know what | mean. | think | knew then that
he wouldn't leave Whitehead. Nor," he added silkily, "his staff there."

Caroline Lampert. Frozen, Judy stared at Stevens-had he known about
Ben'saffair with Caroline? Did the entire fucking microbiology world
know? How much of alaughingstock was she? Poor Judy, it's been
going on for two years, she's absolutely the only one who doesn't
know. . . . How could she not? Maybe she doesn't want to. How
pathetic. . . .

She pulled hersdlf together. " Certainly Ben wasintensdly involved in his
work on vira envelopes. He knew how important it was, and I'm not
aurprised he didn't want to leaveit. Tell me, Dr. Stevens, have you
interviewed anyone e se for the directorship? Either before Ben was
killed, or after?"

For thefirgt time, she thought that Stevens|ooked alittle disconcerted.
His eyes narrowed dightly. Was he wondering how much she knew?



Ben knew everybody in the geneticsworld; he might easily have
introduced Judy to people who naturally gossiped about the life there,
That Ben had not done this, because keeping hiswife at arm'slength
made it easier to conduct his extramarital affairs, evidently wasn't
something Stevenswas sure of. He smiled primly.

"I'm afraid that's confidentid Verico information.”
"Redlly. But of course peopletak-"

"They're entitled. But we don't talk about candidates. He smiled. Sheld
made amistake: in tone or wording or something. He'd decided she
didn't know about any other interviewees, after dl.

But what did the other interviewees know?

"I'm afraid we haven't been very helpful to you about what was on your
husband's mind, Mrs. Kozinski. Isthere anything else | can do for you?'

"No, thank you." She knew defeat when she saw it. " appreciate the
timeyouvegiven me."

"Would you like atour of Verico?'

If they were offering it, there was nothing to see. Y et Ben had been
different when he came back from this place. " Judy, |'ve been through
alot in the last two days-"

"Sure, why not?' shesaid.

Thetour took forty-five minutes. She saw the same things sheld seen a
Whitehead: computers and |ab animals and expensive equipment and
refrigerated cultures and unrefrigerated cultures and notebooks and
enough glassware to water Ethiopia. Stevensintroduced her to
everybody. Everybody was affable and consolatory. So sorry to hear
about your husband . . . such aloss to the scientific community.
Only afew of the women appeared to even notice her funered outfit,
with its bizarre brown belt and red bandanna scarf.



Thetaxi had not waited. Stevens said the guard had paid it, first
reclaiming her parka. He called her another taxi, chatting amigbly,
pressing hot coffee on her. Tea? Maybe cocoa? It was so cold out, this
promised to be avery snowy winter. . . .

And this, Judy thought, iswhat it meansto be choked with hatred. To
fed it clogging your throat, turning your esophagusinto one more
drangled drain.

Shetook thetaxi dl the way back to Manhattan, leaning back and
closing her eyes. She needed to think. What did she have?

Not much.

But something had happened a Verico to upset Ben. After his
interview there he'd been quiet, distracted, preoccupied-and Ben only
became those things when he was frightened. She knew him. And she
knew her own intuition, ajournaist'sintuition, which wasthat something
at Verico was very wrong. A journadigt'sintuition shouldn't be ignored.

Shewasajourndigt.

She was Judy O'Brien Kozinski. Bereaved, haggard, in tremendous
pain, choked with rage-but once again hersdlf.

She was back.

Judy opened her eyes, fished paper and pencil out of her purse, and
began jotting down names of scientissswhom Verico might have
interviewed. People worthy of aposition Benjamin Kozinski could have
oc-cupied. People who, she'd heard, from a careless word dropped by
Ben or anybody else at the V egas conference, might have considered
moving.

People who might know something about what had killed her husband.

By the time she paid off the cab at Penn Station, Judy had alist of
twenty names. She studied them as she wa ked down the Saircase to



the Amtrak waiting area. She didn't notice the man in the plain dark suit
who folded his newspaper, checked hiswatch, shifted his nondescript
briefcase, and followed her down the stairs.

FIFTEEN
OHE did what?" Cavanaugh said.

"Showed up at Verico." Neymeier kept hiseyeson thereport in his
hand, fresh off the fax. "This morning. Thought you'd want to know."

"Oh my God. Let me seethat thing."

He studied the terse report, filed by the latest in a series of watchers
assigned to discreet surveillance of Verico, a series of watchers Felders
hadn't wanted since early October. Not cost-effective. Better use of
field personnd. Difficulty of constant unnoticed surveillancein an
office-park setting. Nothing happening on the case to justify alocation
of resources. Divison head Petrick Duffy, "Duffy the Thrifty," was
squeezing Felders, and so Felders was squeezing Cavanaugh.

And Cavanaugh had argued back, hanging on with dogged persistence.
This case was potentidly much larger than it ssemed. Not asingle
murder, but a pattern of organized crimeinvolvement in biotech
research. Hottest and most controversid field today. Anintuition. This
could be one of the big ones. An REI. Patience, dl would bejustified,
secrecy essential so asnot to dert the Relatives.

Cavanaugh suspected Felderswas as sick of the argument as he was.
It had taken on alow-key, monotonous rumble, background noisein
team mestings. Of which one was scheduled to start in ten minutes. But
so far Felders hadn't pulled the plug.

He was giving Cavanaugh his chance.

And now Judy Kozinski had shown up at Verico, disappeared insde
for fifty-seven minutes, and been put into ataxi by Eric Stevens.



Looking, according to the field agent, "distraught” and "shaken." By
what? More important, what had she said that might shake Stevens?
Had shetold him that federd investigators had questioned her about
Verico? Or that she hersalf suspected something dangerous at the
biotech company? Had sheimplied to Stevens-hell, had she said
outright (she had struck Cavanaugh as awoman capable of any
hysterical speech)-that she thought Verico had had her husband
murdered and she was going to get even?

If she had, her own life might bein danger. And the Relatives sense of
safety, their knowledge that no one was watching Verico, was blown.

Cavanaugh had been counting on the Relatives feding safe. People
were easier to watch when they didn't know they were being watched.
And now-

"God damnit," Cavanaugh said. Torpedoed by an amateur.
Neymeier coughed discreetly. "Something dse.”

"Something ese? Okay, hit mewith it. What have you got?'
"Not me. Y ou. Process server on hisway up to seeyou."

Cavanaugh stared at the weedy andy<t, who determinedly studied the
floor. There was no case going to tria for which Cavanaugh was
expecting to testify. There was no reason for a process server to be on
hisway up to Cavanaugh's cubicle. Nor for Neymeier to know about it
if therewas.

"Ran into him in the men'sroom,” Neymeier said. He coughed again.
Asked directionsto you. Thought you might want to know."

He moved off, hislong legs covering ground unusudly quickly. The
process server passed him in the doorway.

"Robert James Cavanaugh?'



"Yes," Cavanaugh said. The process server was young, younger even
than Neymeier. He went through hisritud asif he was till impressed to
find himsdf part of thelegd system. Cavanaugh opened the envelope.

It was arestraining order, signed by aD.C. judge.
TEMPORARY ORDER OF PROTECTION

A petition of the Family Court Act having been filed in this court
aleging that Robert James Cavanaugh

of 145 Crescent Way, Apt. 3C has harassed

by means of unwanted mail, phone, and facsmile

mechine

the petitioner of this court, Marcia Suzanne Gordon

of 4360 Sycamore, Georgetown

and it appearing, upon good cause shown, that atemporary order of
protection would serve the purposes of this Act, Now, therefore, itis
hereby ordered that

Robert James Cavanaugh shall observethe
following conditions of behavior in that he.

1. shdl stay away from the home, school, business, or place of
employment of thevictim(s) of the aleged offense;

2. shdll refrain from harassing, intimidating, threstening, or otherwise
interfering with the victim(s) of the dleged of-fense.

THISORDER CONSTITUTES A TEMPORARY ORDER OF
PROTECTION. YOUR WILLFUL FAILURE TO OBEY THIS
ORDER MAY, AFTER COURT HEARING, RESULT IN YOUR
COMMITMENT TO JAIL FOR A TERM NOT TO EXCEED SIX
MONTHS, FOR CONTEMPT OF COURT.



Harassment. Marcy. The notes.
He had sent the last one three days ago:

Lovers and fools walk in where angels fear nothing but fear itself.
The frost is on the pumpkin eater; the center holds none but the
brave, the cowards never started, the weak died a thousand
deaths. Let he who iswithout sin cast his bread upon the waters,
and depend on the kindness of strangers, and wonder whether 'tis
nobler to have yet begun to fight with arms against a sea of love.
She only regrets that a fly buzzed when she died, and that she has
but one life to pursue without him but with liberty through the
slings and arrows of the winter of her discontent.

Two days before that, it had been adrawing of three ovals floating over
acity, one of them hatching the Goodyear blimp, the whole [abeled

THREE EGGSOVER DALLAS.

The last time she'd called him, she'd screamed over the phone. Marcy.
Who never raised her voice,

... refrain from harassing, intimidating, threatening, or otherwise
interfering with the victim.. . .Thevictim! She, who had thrown him
out of their marriage!

Cavanaugh dammed the door to his cubicle. The glass shivered. He
dided Marcy's office.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Gordon isin amesting.”

"Thenyou tell Ms. Gordon, who istill legaly Mrs. Cavanaugh-did you
know that interesting fact?-tell Ms. Gordon that thislega action-"

"Let metrander you," the voice said, sounding frightened. Why
frightened? How did he, Cavanaugh, sound to her? In the sudden
slence he pulled himsdlf together. Marcy came on theline,



"Robert, how dare you shout a Karen. Don't you-"
"l wasn't shouting.”

"Y ou were shouting. And don't you redize you can't cal melikethis
anymore? That'swhat the restraining order isfor. Read it, Robert. I'm
hoping thet it will finally get through to you, Sincel cant.”

She didn't sound frightened or upset. She sounded calm and in control,
which was one of the things he had loved about her. Shewasa
competent, calm, capable woman. Marcy could always cope.

Even, it ssemed, with him.

He had asudden picture of her, sitting a her office desk in the dark red
auit heliked so much, looking groomed and controlled and stylish. The
picture grew smaller and smaller, asif it were suddenly receding down
the wrong end of atelescope. Smaler and smaller . . .

"Marcy-"
"Give up, Robert," she said, and hung up.

Hehit redid. While the phone was giving out leisurdly clicks, Felders
opened the door and stuck his head in. He looked grim.

"Ligten, you joining usfor the meeting, Bob? Or aren't we on your
socid caendar this afternoon?”

"I'm coming. Just aminute-"

Felders's expression changed. He could look feral when he thought
something was breaking: needle-eyed, prick-eared, awolf scenting
prey. "Got something?"

Cavanaugh thought of getting Marcy, or her frightened secretary, on the
linewith Felders standing there, listening. Therestraining order lay,
faceup, on the desk. Cavanaugh hung up. "No. Nothing important.”



"Well, themedting is."
Cavanaugh went to the meeting.

"l don't see," Nataie Smmons said patiently, "why we can't replace all
the JVCswith Nagras. | had an informant wired just last week, and the
sound qudlity of the VCisso lousy that | know thejudgeisgoing to
throw the tape out of court. An important case-"

"We can't have Nagras because nobody's making Nagras," Felders
sad, equaly patiently. "The Swedish manufacturer went bankrupt,
Natdie. Y ou dready know that."

"But something like Nagras. Surely somebody's making something of
comparable quality. When you consider what's at stake here-"

Cavanaugh stopped listening. He was on Natali€'s Sde, of course- the
JVCswerelousy-and in fact ordinarily heid be fighting the Equipment
Warsright beside her. The Bureau needed new wires, new remotes,
new PCs, new vans-just about everything updated except weapons.
Which were used only atiny fraction of al therest of it. But weapons
were something budget makers understood. The NRA approved.
Congress gpproved. Congress was generous with weapons. It was law
enforcement they never seemed to understand.

What had Judy Kozinski found out at Verico?

"Bob?' Felders said, in atone that meant hed said it at least once
dready. "What do you think?'

"I think | need more agentson Verico."

Natdie Simmons blinked. Jerry Mendolialooked away. Raph
Papanau rolled his eyes. It seemed they hadn't been discussing Verico
yet. Of course they hadn't been discussing Verico-he, Cavanaugh, was
the only person who till thought it was worth discussing.

Knew it wasworth discussing.



"Could we maybe finish with my casefira?' Pgpanau said, heavy on
the sarcasm. "If nobody minds?!

"I don't mind," Cavanaugh said, and Papanau rolled hiseyes again.
"l think," Felders said, "wed better take the Verico discussion offline.”

A bad sign. That was what Felders did when he wanted to pull the
plug: seethe case agent privately in his cubicle. Lessblood, less chance
to stir up opposing opinion. Wdll, the hdl with that.

"Marty, | need another full-time agent on Verico. Plus adedicated
andyst with a strong science background.”

"Ask and it shall be given," Papanau said. "Don't be so coy, Robert.
Blurt it right out.”

Cavanaugh ignored him. "I redlly need this, Marty. It'simportant.”

"Ligten," Felders said, "Duffy wantsto wrap thisone. Nothing's
happening, and the links to the Relatives are just too week."

"Now," Cavanaugh said. " Now they're weak. But they won't be. |
know it. We need an agent to watch Judy Kozinski, in addition to the
team watching Verico, and aredly good scientific andyst to track al
genetic engineering publication. All of it. Conggtently.”

Feldersdidn't blink at Mrs. Kozinski's name. So he'd aready seenthe
field investigator's report, even though Neymeier had brought it to
Cavanaugh hot off the fax. How did Felders see everything so fast? His
machinery was dwaysworking.

Felders said, " See me &fter the meeting, Bob."
"But, Marty, the reason it's so important isthat this scientific field-"

"After." Oneword. But it was enough, in that tone of voice. Cavanaugh
shut up. He watched Papanau smirk. Prick. Cavanaugh hoped all his



far-distant grandchildren were genetically engineered with the heads of
cames. Thekind that spit.

He picked up his pencil and doodled on his notepad. A camd, with a
hump shaped like aVenusflytrap. He sketched himsdlf faling into the
flytrap. On the camd's Side he wrote, in eaborate curly script, "Marcy.”

At the end of the meeting he crumpled the paper and threw it away.

"All right," Felders said in his cluttered office. " Shoot. Convince me.
How do you figureit?

Cavanaugh recognized hislast chance. He took amoment to arrange

histhoughts.

"Suppose that I've been right al along. Verico is on the verge of
something big, some way to use ageneticaly engineered virusto make
redlly big bucks, probably on the underground market. Really big
bucks. And-"

"That scientist at NIH didn't spot any implications of Kozinski's
research-"

"Because they're not obviousimplications,” Cavanaugh said. "Dr.
Garvey had no way of knowing what Verico isactudly pursuing,
because dl they're publishing are small, unrdated articles and patents.
But suppose the patents are deliberately unrelated, so as not to tip
anybody to what they've got. Suppose Verico is close-maybe red
close-and there'sjust somelast technica problem or missing scientific
breakthrough that Stevenss staff can't crack. So they start looking
around for somebody who can, somebody redly brilliant. Only it's
risky, because thereé's no way they can recruit atop scientist like that
without revealing the nature of the project.”

"Which we haven't aclue about," Felders said, not without sarcasm.
Cavanaugh ignored Feldersstone.



"Which we haven't aclue about yet. I'm coming to that. So the
Rdatives okay top-leve recruitment in the scientific community, under
their own careful eye.”

"Whose careful eye, do you think? Which family? Cdlipare? Gigli-otti ?
Bonadio?'

"Unknown so far," Cavanaugh said. He could seethat Felderswas
getting interested, despite himsdif. " Sometime last summer Verico
approaches a genetic scientist, gets him to come to New Jersey, offers
him the moon, and brutdly lays out what's involved in terms he can't
mistake. Or she. The scientist is horrified-"

"Y our anadyst couldn't find any top scientist with transportation booked
to New Jersey al last summer,” Felders objected.

"So he drove. Or he came on acommuter train from New Y ork or
Boston. About athird of the country's biotech |abs are located within
easy distance of New Jersey. Anyway, the guy seeseverythingand is
horrified. He says, No way. Stevens gpplies pressure. Theguy is
ethical, and refuses to work on whatever Verico isworking on. So
Stevens, maybe with backup, terrifies him into sllence. They don't want
to kill him unlessthey have to, because important scientists aren't some
other families foot soldiers-they're missed, they're connected, people
investigate. So the Relatives threaten to harm hiswife, or hiskids, or to
expose some dirt they've got on him. The scientist agreesto silence.

"But his conscience bothers him. So he risks one note to Duffy:
'Investigate Verico, head off Kozinski.' Only Kozinski iskilled. And
Verico'sfirg choiceis out there somewhere, knowing we are
investigating. Or a least hoping to hell we are.”

"How many genetics scientists did you say you taked to, Bob?"

"Seven. | redly wanted to keep Verico quiet, but | did talk to seven
who fit the profile and who | felt wouldn't talk about our conversation.
Charles Goldberg at Cold Spring Harbor National Laboratory. Peter



Hufford at Harvard. Keith Wolfe at UC San Francisco. Anne White at
Brookhaven. Mark Lederer at Boston Biomedica. Jeffrey Woodcock
at Cambridge. And William Myers, head of the Center for Human
Genome Research a NIH. Nobody knows anything.”

"Or dseyou andyzed right and one of them is really good at keeping
secrets," Felders said. He did not comment on Cavanaugh's ability to
red off microbiology's most important names. "Go on. I'm still waiting
to hear something new.”

"Be patient. After they strike out with their first choice, whoever it was,
Verico approaches Kozinski at the Las Vegas conference. He agrees
tointerview. Hefliesto New Jersey, isjust as horrified asthefirgt
candidate, says no. But then, the first night home, heruns. The
Reatives don't know whereto. To blab to his mistress, another
scientist? To the police? It'sthe middle of the night, after dl, and he's
not driving in the direction of thelab. The professond they have
watching him makes an on-the-spot decision: the danger from Kozinski
isgreater than the danger from killing him. So the pro takeshim out.”

"Old stuff,” Felders said, lounging in hischair. "Old, old, old.”

"Then the Relatives, and Verico, wait. 1t's been over three months since
the murder. Nothing's hgppening. Routine FBI inquiry, then noth-ing.
Local cops have nothing. No questions are being asked by the
sci-entific community. It looks safe. So they get ready to recruit again.”

"And then Judy Kozinski waksinto Verico asking questions.”
"Right," Cavanaugh said. "And that leaves Verico with three choices.

One, assume she's adanger, an amateur blundering around who
nonetheless might have been told something by her husband or who in
her hysterical thrashings might dert authoritiesto something they
wouldn't otherwise get. If they assumethat, they might kill her, too.
Choice two, assumekilling her istoo dangerous, would attract too
much attention. In that case, they ignore her, wait for her to go away,



and postpone recruiting. Choicethree, they also ignore her but go
ahead with recruiting because the project, whatever it is, iscloseto
completion.”

"Sowhich doyouthink itis?' Felderssaid.

"I'm hypothesizing they might go ahead with recruitment anyway. | think
Stevens may be feding boxed in. He hasto know that the Relatives
don't have along attention span for something they understand aslittle
as biotechnology. There's bound to be caposin the family- whichever
family itisthat are old-line conservative. Stick to what you know:
gambling, drugs, liquor, trangport, labor unions. Biotech isbound to

strike them as suspicious: egghead, esoteric. Y ou know the Relatives.”

Felders nodded, frowning.

"Sowhat | need isan agent to watch Judy Kozinski and keep her from
adarming anybody any further. Plusaredly good andlyst to waich dl the
perturbations in the genetic-engineering community. Not just who
moves where, but who's publishing what, to find any patterns closeto
what Kozinski's specidtieswere. The patterns might not be obviousto
us nonscientigts. But if we can identify arecruitment target before he or
sheis approached, we can approach first."

Felders nodded again. "1 see how you mean. But, listen, Bob-Duffy
doesnt seeit thisway."

"Y ou could make him seeit."

Felders stopped lounging and sat up Straight in hischair. "Damn it, Bob,
I'm not surel want to el it to Duffy. What you've got is sound
Speculation, but it's till only speculation.”

"The Cdlini-Denid tape that mentioned Verico months ago isn't
gpeculative. Neither isadead body. We were warned about Kozinski's
going to Verico, and the next day he's knocked off by apro. And you
know it was a pro, Marty. So does Duffy. No fingerprints, no fibers,



no attempt to use the victim's credit cards, no trail-no nothing. He
wasn't knocked off by some desperate junkie or some enraged
husband.”

Felders smiled. "And you know because you checked dl the enraged
husbands"

"Plus everybody at Verico. Y ou saw the report on the gaff."
Christo-pher Vincent DelCorvo, research ass stant, whose mother was
MariaGigliotti DelCorvo, deceased; the son was possibly an associate
inthe Gigliotti family. Alfonso Ardieta, o aresearch assgtant, with
blood tiesto the Callipare and Bonadio families. The trouble was that
even to the Relatives, blood ties didn't mean what they once did. The
offspring born in the 1960s and 70s were La Cosa Nostra, al right, but
they were also born in the 1960s and 70s. They had their generation's
sense of entitlement and individualism, two sensesthat didn't Sit well
with the old men who had grown up during the Depression, taking the
oath "Loyadty abovedl." No wonder those old men turned increasingly
to the Sicilian-born Zips who understood the old ways, who entered
the United States so easily and, despite the best efforts of Immigration,
who stayed there so invisibly. Christopher Vincent Del Corvo and
Alfonso Ardietahad competition. There was no guarantee, despite their
family ties, that they were LCN.

"| saw thereport,” Felders said. "But, Bob, there's nothing new.
Nothing substantive has been added to this case snce August, and it's
now November, and we have better use for the manpower. | told you,
evay new |IRS"

"I know, | know. Every new IRS revenue agent repays hissdary and
overhead on an average of eight times. Whereas FBI agentsjust cost
the taxpayers money, and so expenditures must be weighed against
results.” What Felders had actually said was, No shooting, no shekels.
"But, Marty, thisisn't your usua REI. It's-"

"Itisntan REIl at dl, Bob. And | don't see any promise of it becoming



one"
"Not just yet, but-"

"No buts. Facts. Do you have facts or circumstances that ‘reasonably
indicate that individuasor individud'-I'll settlefor just oneindividud,
Bob-"have been or are currently or will beinvolved in aracketeering
enterprise?’

"No, but we-"

"Do you have any predicate acts committed by this nonenterprise?
Money laundering, bribery, extortion, toxic waste dumping, fraud? I'll
take anything, Bob."

"No, I-"

"Do you have enough for an affidavit that \ erico was both acquired
withillega fundsandisengaging in activitieswhich affect interstaie
commerce?’

"No," Cavanaugh said.
"Proof of conspiracy?"

"No." Cavanaugh twisted his neck to |oosen the muscle tension.
Felders was moving down thelist in order of easier-to-prove: for
conspiracy, you didn't even need a substantive offense to have been
committed yet. Only planned to commit. Cavanaugh couldn't even
show that.

"Does Deming say that you, or Jugtice, has enough for acrimind
forfeiture of Verico's assets?’

"No."
"For acivil forfeiture?'

"No." Civil forfeiture of property didn't even require "beyond a



reasonable doubt” proof-"a preponderance of the evidence' standard
was enough. More likely true than not.

"Canyou," sad Feders, hisfingers drumming on hisdesk, "even
convince aU.S. Attorney to convene agrand jury for purposes of
investigation? Can you, Robert?'

Feldershad called him by hisfull name. Thiswas bad. Theinvestigative
grand jury, with its broad powers to subpoena persons and documents,
was Jugtice's sngle most powerful tool againgt organized crime. Y ou
brought in lower-echelon and petty associates, gave them immunity,
and questioned them about higher-upsin the enterprise. If they refused
to answer, you threw them in jail for contempt of court until they did
answer. Most never did-omerta-but afew did, especidly those who
weren't made men and never would be. The associates, the
hangers-on. A grand jury wastherototiller of law enforcement, turning
up al sorts of unexpected thingsin fertile ground. But you had to show
reasonable credentials to be allowed to rent one.

"No, Marty. | don't have enough to convene agrand jury.”

Felders stopped drumming hisfingers. Lying till on hiscluttered
desktop, his hands|ooked suddenly delicate, long-fingered and empty.
"Bob, an important quality of agood agent is knowing which cases
have areasonable chance of being solved. | don't see-"

"Judt let me make my argument here, Marty. Five minutes."
"Yougotit." Felderswasdwaysfair.

Cavanaugh leaned forward in his chair. "First point-the whole thrust of
an RE! isto figure out the composition, structure, and activities of
racketeering enterprises. That's often-in fact, usudly-along-term god,
possible only with long-term Strategic intelligence gathering. As
opposed to tacticd intelligence for someimmediate specific use. True
enough?'



"True enough,” Felders said.

"Second point-in the past, we've missed opportunities because weve
faled to commit enough manpower to an investigation. Sometimes
we've missed redlly tremendous opportunities. True enough?”

"True enough. But you're just spouting broad generdities. Y ou haven't-"

"Bear with me. Third point-when RICO wasfirgt passed, it took
us-and Justice, too-severa years to redly figure out how to structure
an REI around them, right? At first we just went on investigating and
prosecuting individua crimes one after another, the way traditiona law
enforcement still does. It took usawhileto seethat an REl isan
entirdy different animd, with different habits and watering holes and
tracking turds.”

"I love Englishmgors,”" Felders said. " The metgphors.”

"But what | said about developing anew gpproach istrue enough?”

"True enough."
"And thetimeit took to do that?'

"Trueenough.”

"All right then," Cavanaugh said, and took a deep breath. Thiswasit.
"What we have here is another new phenomenon, just asuntried as
RICO was twenty-five years ago. Not a new investigative approach,
itsdtill an enterprise, but anew kind of enterprise. High-tech science
just isn't something organized crime has ever shown the dightest interest
in. The LCN doesn't run NASA the way it doesthe Teamders.
Racketeers don't strong-arm Microsoft. The Relatives have shown zero
interest in cloning or fiber optics or dating dinosaur bones. Or in genetic
research.

"Until now."



"Ligten, Marty. We have the photograph linking Vincent DiPrimaand
Eric Stevens"

"Hell, we have photographs linking Frank Sinatrato half the mob, and
we arent indicting him, ether,” Felders said.

"-and the taped mention of Verico by an indicted capo. We have
Kozinski's murder, too close to the anonymous note to chalk up to
coincidence. And we have a chance here to stop the Relatives before
they moveinto gene-splicing, anew areaof smdl, potentidly lucrative,
highly exploitable companies with the potential to maybe someday
change everything about how human cells are structured. 1've been
reading about recombinant DNA, Marty. Thisisonly the beginning.
The next century is going to be the century of biotech, the way thisone
wasfor discoveriesin physics. Advance after advance after advance.
We don't see now the potential for money and control, no more than
anybody saw it in airports on the day Orville and Wilbur Wright took
off a

Kitty Hawk. But now the Relatives own the air freight industry at
LaGuardia, Kennedy, and Newark-we know they do. And they could
one day own recombinant DNA, al legitimately, if we don't commit to
stopping them now."

"You sound likeaPBS specid,” Felders said. But hewaslistening.

"Do you know wheat this gene-splicing could do? Find acure for
cancer. A curefor getting fat. For looking old. All patentable. What do
you think those things would be worth on the open market? How much
money would there bein altering the cdll deterioration that causes
disease? It's brand new and wide open. | know we don't have alot on
this case. But we do have something, and keeping it going isthe first
step in blocking the LCN from awhole new area of enterprises. An
areathat nobody, not even its own top scientists, knows what the
future will be. We have to keep thisinvestigation open. Takeit away
from me, if that's your best judgment, but keep it open!™



Felders sat thinking, fingers till quiet on his desk. Cavanaugh waited,
not breathing. Feldersredly did look ferd, like some skinny rodent
whose delicate bones belied the sharpness of histeeth. Naturally
Feldersdidn't want to sink those teeth into Duffy, hisboss. But if
Felderssaidno ...

"Okay, Bob. If | can get Duffy to agree, you can have one more agent,
plus TamaraLang. She'sgreen, A.B.D. in molecular biology from
Stanford, but she's supposed to be good."”

"What's A.B.D.?" Cavanaugh said, out of relief. Felderswas going to
let him continue the case.

"And you with adegreein English. She's‘dl but dissertation.’ Did dl the
coursawork for her doctorate and then changed her mind about alife of
research. Decided she wanted to be an officer of the law."

"Why would she-"

"Why did you? Stop quibbling, Bob. Y ou get what you want: an agent
to watch Judy Kozinski and a science advisor to watch genetics
research. Now go justify them both.”

"l will," Cavanaugh said, and suddenly hoped to hell that wasthe truth.
Heroseto leave.

"Oh, and, Bob-"
"Yeah?'

Feldersdidn't look at him. " Stay away from Marcy. It doesn't look
good to have Judtice investigators served with domestic-problem court
orders. Giveit up.”

"Right," Cavanaugh said.
SIXTEEN



1. H E radio gtation wasn't what Wendell Botts had expected.

To start with, they didn't even recognize his name at the reception desk,
which wasjust that, adesk in atiny crammed storefront office with the
dirtiest window he'd ever seen. Here he'd gone and bought anew suit,
paying fifty fucking bucksfor it, and shined his shoes, and put on atie.
He'd skipped his A.A. meeting, too, which up till now he had a perfect
attendance record for. And the bimbo behind the desk didn't even
recognize his name.

"Who?'
"| told you-Wenddl Boitts. I'm going to be on the air "

"Oh." She shoved athree-ring binder a him, the kind kidsused in
junior high. "Signin and have a sedt.”

The lined notebook paper was smudged and torn. Wenddl | signed at
the bottom. Under "Hogt" he printed THE RICK ABRAMSHOUR in
big capitd letters.

They'd been the only onesto respond to hisletters. Forty-two fucking
|etters, and this Albany station was the only one to answer. Wendell
had called them up right away and said yes, held come, he had an
important story to take to the American people. Finaly, somebody
would redlly ligen! But then held listened to "The Rick Abrams Hour" a
couple of nights, and he wasn't S0 sure. The guy wasredly snotty to his
guests. Wendd | had dmost changed his mind.

But nobody else had answered hisletters,

Thegirl behind the desk ignored him. Wenddll sat on asagging
director's chair, hands on his knees, waiting. Outside the dirty window,
aneon light with three dead tubes blinked on and off: G-N- -EE. Half
an hour went by.

"Hey, shouldn't | goin soon?"



"Oh, they don't want you until nine o'clock. Y ou'rethe last segment.”
"Then why did they tell meto be here by eight?’

The girl shrugged. Bitch. Glaring & her, the dyed big hair and heavy
makeup and tight sweater, Wendell thought of Saralinda. Sardlindas
clean, sweet-smelling brown hair, her thin seriousface, her dow
hestant walk, so feminine. . .

Thisradio show fdt like hislast chance to make Saralinda come home.

Ther€'s never alast chance, they said at A.A. Swell. Great. But what
did they know, abunch of drunks? About the Soldiers of the Divine
Covenant, A.A. didn't know jackshit.

A door behind the receptionist's desk opened and awoman came ouit.
This one was middle-aged, well-dressed, and furious. She snatched a
fur coat off a second sagging director's chair and stomped outside,
damming the outer door hard. A gust of cold night air blew across
Wenddl'sknees.

"You can goinnow," thegirl behind the desk said.
Just like afucking doctor's office.

Wendell lumbered around her desk and opened the door. He walked
into atiny room packed with e ectronic equipment. A guy wearing
headphones took up most of the space. Beyond a glasswindow was a
second tiny, dirty room-there didn't seem to be any other kind here-
with another guy wearing headphones, this one Sitting at atable with
two chairs. Crushed paper cups littered the table.

The man closest to Wendell motioned him through without so much as
looking a him. Wenddl | decided there must be acommercid ontheair;
hewas proud of figuring this out for himsdlf. A little hard ball of
excitement bounced in hisbelly.

The second room was walled with soundproofing, gray spongy stuff



like what came in packing boxes. Wendel| squeezed himsdlf into the
vacant chair, which was so close to the wall he barely had room to fit.
Acrossfrom him, Rick Abrams had his eyes closed. Was the guy
adeep?

Wendell sudied Abrams. He didn't ook like his voice. The voice was
deep and rich, but Abramswas atal, skinny guy with armslike
spaghetti. Wendell couldve taken him with one hand. Abram'slong,
reddish hair wastied in adoppy ponytail, and hewore ared
sweatshirt. Helooked like some kind of hippie wuss.

Abruptly Abrams opened his eyes and motioned for Wendell to put on
his heedphones.

"Our next guest, al you people out there with nothing better to do than
listen to neurctic drivel, apparently doesn't have anything better to do
with his timethan spew it for you. And drivel | suspect it is. But well
givethe guy hisfar hearing-hey, don't we dways?-his FCC soapbox,
his Warhol alotment of fame, right to the nanosecond before the gong
sounds. With ustonight is Wendell Boitts, loca congtruction worker,
sometime religious nut, who's here to talk about-are you reedy for this
one?-human sacrifice a a\Waco-waiting-to-happen right herein
upstate New Y ork. Join with mein welcoming Mr. Botts, sound of
furious applause, so what's the story, Wenddl | ?*

Wenddl stared, confused. Abrams said so many stupid things, and he
said them so fast-

"Well, ladies and gentlemen, it gppears we have a problem in the front
office, they're booking mutes on the show. Must be aform of labor
protest. Classier than picketing, what? But take your time, Mr. Botts,
there's still fourteen minutes and ten seconds on the Warhol meter.”

Thewhat? Panicked, Wenddl| glared at Abrams, who was smiling
acrossthetable. No, not smiling . . . laughing, without noise. The
prick waslaughing at him!



"My nameis Wendell Botts," he said, and stopped at hearing hisown
voice in the headphones over hisears.

"So welve established," Abrams said. "Pointsfor positivel.D.,
Detective Botts. Now what's the collar?'
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"C'mon, spit it out, there are tens of inquiring minds out there wanting to
know."

"| think they're practicing human sacrifice a the Soldiers of the Divine
Covenant camp in Cadillac, New York." There. Hed got it out. It
would be better now.

Abramstilted his chair back against thewal and propped hisfeet on
thetable. Therewas alot more room on hisside of the table than on
Wendéll's. "Human sacrifice. Right. And how do you know this,
Goodman Botts?'

"] was amember of the Soldiers of the Divine Covenant. For amost
threeyears."

"Ah. And you persondly witnessed this human sacrifice.”
"No, but-"

"What buts, Botts?'

"A lot of people have died ingde the Soldiers camp.”

"People dways die, Wendell. And worms egt them, as the poet so
ap-petizingly reminds us. What makes you think these dead Soldiers
werevictimsof ungpeskablerdigiousritud?'

"The Soldiers sacrificeanimaldl | seen them! They believe Leviticus
Seven-"

"Spare us the Fundamentalist chapter and verse, and cut to the chase.



What evidence do you have?'
"I know how the Soldiersthink. They-"

"Y ou know because you were one. And now you're adropout, or a
flunkout-were you expelled from Leviticus, Wendd | ?-and so you're out
to do the grand expose thing, and make dl the other religious nuts sorry
they ever messed with you. Isn't that right?”

"No, I-"

"It'snot right?Y ou're not out to expose the Soldiers of the Divine
Covenant? But your letter to thisradio Sation, which | haveright
here-and acharmingly written missveit is-says, that you do want to
expose your old pew-mates. So whichisit, Wenddl?"

"I can't-"
"Whichisit?"

"Shut up!" Wendedll roared. His own voice shrieked in his headphones.
Abrams amiled. Looking a him over the tops of his cowboy boots, still
propped on the table, Wendell saw that smile and hefdlt the old surge
in hisguts. Smash. Smash the smiling fucking face, the prick, the
motherfucking bastard-

" 'Shut up," Abrams said in asweet voice. "The perfect answer to all
rationd chdlengetha might-"

Wendédll stood. He locked his hands under the table and heaved it up
with him. Abrams and his chair crashed to the floor, and the table
crashed on top of both. Wendell stood panting beside the wreckage,
scowling at the engineer in the sound booth, who was frantically
pushing buttons.

"Dont you daretake this off theair!" Wendd| yelled. "1 got something
to say and I'm going to say it! Y ou hear me!™



The sound engineer nodded. Abrams struggled up from under the table,
his ponytail untied, flailing his skinny arms. Wenddll ignored him. He
good in themiddle of thetiny room lined with sound baffles of dirty
foam, and he fought to keep hisvoice under control.

"l was a Soldier of the Divine Covenant for four years. | ain't proud of
it now, but I know why | went in. It's because the world treated me
rotten, the way the world aways treats poor people who don't have
nothing, not even ahigh school diploma. | couldn't get work because
the government said there was a recession and there wasn't no work.
It'sawaysthat way for people like me. Were thefirst to get fired when
things go bad, and nobody caresif we can't pay the rent, or buy shoes
for our kids. Therésalot of people like me and my wife out there,
who've about given up hope.

"The Soldiers offered us some hope. They seemed to care what
hap-pened to us. They gave us milk for our baby daughter when all the
rest of the world wanted to give usakick in the ass."

Wendell paused to collect histhoughts. Abramswas on hisfeet now,
and hisface had changed: gone narrow-eyed, suspicious. But he didn't
try to touch Wendell-good thing for him.

"People without no religion don't ever understand why poor peoplejoin
such weird religions. It's because you can get caring there you can't get
nowheres dse. Sometimesit'sweird caring, though. | know that now. |
didn't know it then. Me and my wife Saralinda became Soldiers, and
welivedin the camp in Cadillac. Our little boy was born there. David.

"When | wasaSoldier, | saw the animd sacrifices. Hell, | helped with
them. The Elders would bless awoodchuck or arabbit, and the helpers
would stand away in acircle, and then the Elder would cut itsthroat. |
can't tell you the sound that animal would make. Sort of asqued, but
not really. It makes your blood run cold. Once they used a cat-"

"A cat? Somebody's pet?' Abrams said, in Wendd I's earphones.
Wendell saw him glance at ablack plastic board |abeled PHONE



LINES. Red lights blinked the length of the board.

"Maybe somebody's pet,” Wenddl said. "The kids weren't supposed to
watch, but sometimesthey did. | saw them. ‘Like the twig isbent, the
tree grows." It was ablood sacrifice, you see, to wash away the sins of
the congregation. Even the kids sins. It'sthe only use for blood that's
alowed. No eating mest, no blood transfusions.”

"Evenif, say, akidisdying?' Abramsasked silkily. Somehow he'd got
the two chairs upright and the table, which now had one busted leg,
shoved out of the way in the corner. He motioned to Wenddl to sit
down. Wenddll sat, hardly noticing what he did. He felt agreat urgency
togetit dl out, tell thewhole story. It dmost felt asif the words were
jammed up therein his chest, and the sheer pressure was forcing them
out without him even thinking what to say.

"Evenif akid wasdying. No blood. But they shed it in anima
sacrifices, becausethe Bible said to, and now | think they'rekilling
human beings too, because the Bible shows that degth isthe way to
punish members of the congregation who fuck up. Or maybetheir kin.
Thirteen people have died insde the camp in the last nine months-"

"How do you know that?' Abrams said sharply.

"Some from the obituariesin the newspaper. Some from my wife. Even
somefrommy little girl. Penny isdmost five, kidshaveto goto
fu-nerds. To get them to accept God's ways. Thirteen-but | think
theresmorel”

"Why isthat, Mr. Botts?' For thefirgt time, Wenddll noticed how
Abramss voice had changed. It was quiet, respectful. Abrams glanced
again a therow of blinking red lights.

"Because there'slimestone caves dl under the camp, it would be so
easy to hide abody in there, and the Soldiersare . . . they're hard."
That wasn't the right word, and Wendell frowned. Then the right words
cameto him. "They're without mercy. Like the marines. Leastwise,



they're without mercy when they think the Bible wantsthem to do
something . .. and my little kids are in there!"

It came out different than Wendell expected. He didn't know he hurt
likethat. No, yes, he did know, of course he did, but he didn't know
that words could carry that much of the hurt. Not his words. He
blinked and glanced around the tiny recording booth. God, he sounded
like some bleeding heart pansy. . . .

But Abramswas saying, "The calboard islit up like L.A. gridiock, so
let'stake our first caller. Go ahead, please.”

"Thisisterrible,” awoman'svoice sad. "l never listen to you, Mr.
Abrams, because your show is so dirty and nasty, but 'mglad | did
tonight. Those poor kids-why doesn't the law do something? Even if
there's not human sacrifices going on in there, it's bad enough to think
that precious innocent children are being forced to watch pet cats
murdered because of-that's not what the Bible intends, Mr. Abrams!
Jesusislovel! You did right to put poor Mr. Botts on your show-"

"Which you'l of course listen to from now on,” Abrams said drily.
"Next caler, please-"

"Botts, your predicament only underlineswhat I've said al dong. The
religiousright in this country possessesalow cunning, using people's
legitimate need to be sdf-supporting in order to brainwash usinto
unthinking subservience. What's interesting is that aslong ago as 1943
Ayn Rand warned usin The Fountainhead-"

"Oh, God, spare usthe Randians,” Abrams drawled. He winked at
Wenddll. "Tak about unthinking brainwashing ..."

The cdler started shouting. Abrams shouted back: insulting, smiling.
The callboard blinked franticaly. More people caled, al excited. They
seemed to think Wendell was fighting agood fight, that hewasright to
get hiskids out of there. Abramslet Wendell talk to some of them, and
he told them to write their congressmen and the FBI. Abramsrolled his



eyes, but by that time Wenddll didn't care. These people thought he
was right! They thought he should have Penny and David back! They
listened to him!

Only one man was skeptical. Wendell hated his voice as soon as he
heard it: coal, dry, snotty. He hated it even more when the man said he
was adoctor. "What makes you think, Mr. Botts, that the so-called
desths by ritua sacrifice wouldn't have been detected ingtantly inan
autopsy?'

"Maybe there weren't no autopsies!”

"But you'veindicated that you learned of severd of these deaths
through the Cadillac Register obituary column, and you said that some
of those were 'strong healthy people with no reasonto die.’ In such a
case, theloca authorities would automatically order an autopsy. Desth
by ritual throat cutting is pretty easy to spot, Mr. Botts. It'sthe deep
bloody gash under the chin that doesit.”

Abrams grinned. Wenddl said, "I don't know about that, but-"
"Obvioudy not."

"I want my kids outta that place!” Wendell shouted. Abrams glanced a
his sound engineer, and Wendd | hated Abramsdl over again: for his
snotty stuck-up college-hippie attitude. Hed like to knock Abramss
teeth down histhroat. . . . But the next caller said warmly that Wendell
was a hero, the greatest heroes were always those who fought hard for
their kids, and she just knew that WenddI's daughter was a beautiful
little angdl like her own preciousgirl, with blond hair and blue eyes.
Wendel| started to describe Penny.

Hewondered if maybe, by some miracle, Sardinda was somehow
ligening.

Shewasn't of course. Soldiers of the Divine Covenant would never
listen to something like"The Rick Abrams Hour." But here weredl



these people ligening to him, and the longer he talked the more terrible
details of lifein the camp he remembered.

And then, when the radio show was over and Abrams hadn't even got
achanceto gtick in al the commercids he was supposed to, so many
people wanted to talk to Wendell. The sound engineer et him back into
the dingy reception room. The bimbo receptionist was gone, but aman
stood outside the locked front door, tapping on the glass. Wendell
grabbed his duffle coat and opened the door. The man tumbled inside,
shivering in the November wind. There was snow on hisjacket. His
handshake was firm, and his young face had the go-getter ook

Wendell remembered from marine recruits who wanted to make
corpora faster than anybody el se.

"Hello, are you Wendell Botts? My name is Jake Peterson. | write for
the Albany Gazette. 1'd like to talk to you, Mr. Botts, about your
children and the camp of the Divine Covenant.”

It takes what it takes.
"Sure, Mr. Peterson.”

"Let'sget adrink," Peterson said. "1 want to hear al about your
problem."

SEVENTEEN
BARBARA?Thisisudy Kozinski."
"Judy! Oh, you'reback . . . how are you?'

Judy, standing in her kitchen in Natick, held the phone away from her
ear and grimaced. At the sametime, her eyesfilled with tears. People
always said the exact same words, and in the exact same tones. First
came her namein agartled voice, asif it were completely amazing to
hear from her-asif, in fact, it was she and not Ben who had died, and
shewas now calling from beyond the grave. Then the voice always



dropped to a hush, with an anxious little emphasis on the second of the
three predictable words. How are you? And woven through it al were
the undertones of guilt, because Judy was caling them insteed of vice
versa. People, Judy had discovered, were embarrassed by death, and
their embarrassment made them defengve, and their defensiveness
made her cry.

She blinked back thetears. "I'm fine. How are you?"

"Oh, great," BarbaraMcBride said. "l mean, not grest, of course,
we'redtill reging from Ben's. . . nobody knows quite what to do and
you were at your parents so long, but if there's anything | can do,
anything at dl, even though of course | know nobody can-"

Judy took pity on her. "Actudly, Barbara, there is something you can
do."

"Anything," Barbarasaid, warmly and with misgivings.

"Invite meto the big party you dways have the Saturday after
Thanksgiving."

"Judy! Of course you're welcome, my God you come every year, you
and. .. Theonly reason | didn't send you an invitation wasthat | didn't
know if you-actudly, when you told me a the funera you were going
to be awvay for awnhile, I... oh, dear.”

Thiswasalot of dithering even for desth embarrassment. Judy
frowned. She could picture Barbarain her big sunny kitchenin
Newton, holding the phone and gazing distractedly out the window at
the bare raked yard. Barbara's husband, Jon, worked-had
worked-with Ben at Whitehead. Ben had kept his colleagues and his
wifein two separate parts of hislife, so the two couples had seen each
other only three or four times ayear, mostly for concerts or plays, plus
officid occasons,

Judy and Barbaraweren't really friends, but they werefriendly. And



Barbarawas one of those women convinced that their entertaining was
an important help to their husbands careers. Her big partiesincluded
everybody who was important in microbiology that she could entice to
come. It would be agood place for Judy to Start asking questions. But
Barbara sounded so flustered. . . .

"Barbara, isthere a problem with my coming to the party?'

"Oh, no, it'sjust that. . . no, of course not! Please come, Judy.
Everyonewill be so happy to see you again. Eight o'clock.”

"What can | bring?'
"Oh, you don't haveto bring anything!"

Judy said, dowly and ditinctly, "Barbara, | dways bring something.
Everybody aways brings something. That hasn't changed-I'd ill like to
bring something. Are curried nuts okay?*

"Oh, wonderful!" Barbarasaid. " See you then!™
Now what, wondered Judy, was al that dithering about?

She hung up the phone. It was 10:00 A.M, the Sunday before
Thanksgiving. She had, sheredlized, nothing whatsoever to do. Nada.
Zip.

Not that she'd been doing al that much since sheld returned to Nat-ick.
Mostly sheld been spending her timein the library, "researching.” Y eah,
sure. Right. Sheld read every published referenceto Verico-all three of
them. "ANOTHER BIOTECH START-UP."

"MOLECULAR BIO MAJORS ENJOY EXPANDING
MARKETPLACE."

"NOT ALL BIOTECH FIRMSTHE
ROAD TO PROFIT." In each of the last two articles, Verico had rated



asingle sentence.

Sheld used the Internet to research Eric Stevens, and to skim histwo
published articles. Neither the man nor hiswork had any distinguishing
implications. Sheldd gone farther, checking on Stevenss police, redl
edtate, and family recordsin the county files. Nothing. She'd contacted
Y de, where Stevens had gone to school, and the State University of
New York a Stony Brook, where held briefly taught. For both calls,
Judy had pretended to be a prospective employer checking references.
Nothing. Stony Brook had confirmed Stevens's employment, but the
department chair had only been with the university four yearsand didn't
remember Stevens persondly. Neither did anyone at the hospital where
he'd done hisresidency.

Eric Stevenswas apublicly blank individua, and Judy was aprivately
frustrated amateur.

Stll, shewasn't giving up. The public databases were only background.
Verico had talked to somebody before they'd interviewed Ben, and
that was where the real information would come. Starting with Barbara
McBride's party.

But that was six days away, which meant six daysto get through.
Thursday morning she would drive down to Troy for Thanksgiving with
her parents, driving home again Friday night. Saturday she could deep
late, spend the afternoon making curried nuts and maybe some cheese
puffsaswell, and getting ready for the party. But that still |eft today,
Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday to get through.

Four days.

Abru